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\t HERE dark and deep yon rirer glides, 
Thro' banks of darker, deeper shade. 

There never oar the wave divides. 
Nor living feet the sAores invade: 

Where trees star-proof their boughs confound. 
And ravens build their tops among. 

There never axe is heard to sound. 

Nor hunter's'shout nor woodman's song: 

Where yon grey abbey's ruins rise. 
With inany a wreath of ivy drest. 

There never breathe a lover's sighs. 
In nK>onlight hour of tender rest. 



EVGEinS* 

'Tis said, that earthly sound may ne*^ 
Be heard thro' that accursed scene» 

Tho' all beyond, fierce tempests tear. 
Strewing with leaves the wood-walks green. 

Or all beyond, the sweet birds sing. 
And childhood's playM laugh is nigh. 

And merry bells delightful ring. 
And cattle low, and cuckoos cry. 

Tet still to dreary sUence doom'd. 
In deathly peace these ruins stand; 

There echo lies, in trance entombed, • 
And never wakes at man's command. 

But <Hice each year, tn stillest night, 
A shriek is heard these walls within, 

A piercing shriek, that well may fright. 
E'en hearts that know nor fear nor sin. 



fot His the cry of soul condiemnM; 

And they^ whose blood hath once stood still 
At sound like this (in vain contemn'd) 

Oft freeze with well-remembered thrill. 

O Bcrer may I, loitering, eye 

Tho^te mouldering aisles, that murderer's bier! 
And never may that fearful cry. 

Burst fiend-like on my startled ear! 



THE STORY. 



'H^mie, sweetest child! the morning air 

Our favorite flowers perfume; 
Come! for thy grandsire^s silver hair, 

Let'a steal the rose's bloom. 
B 



<*He'll smile to see thy little hand 

His aged temples dress. 
And give thee for the sportive band, 

FuU many a fond caress. 

^ know the place where shaded grows 

TThe gayest rose-bush near; 
It blooms where ductile Witham flows. 

So deep, so cool, so clear,"—' 

'*I must not go, — ^I dare not go. 
To breathe t)ie momiqg air, 

(Dear aunt, gbod people tell me so) 
Till said my morning prayer. 

**Then let me kneel, and hear me bid 

God bless my kindred all. 
And beg I never may be chid, 

Nor ever harm befaL"— 



The pretty child is kneeling low^ 

His dark eyes rais'd to hear'n; 
His young heart throbs, his bright cheeks glow^ 

With thanks for blessings given. 

who are there that would not catch 

Tha4 sweet boy to their arms^ 
And ftom those pure lips, fondly snatch 

The lisping accent's charms? 

Ah! there is one, who standeth by, 
A dark scowl on her brow; 

Murder and scorn are in her eye. 
Her knees disdain to bow. 

She shudders at each pious phrase. 

And turns her face aside, 
Tet tries, with hurried words of praise. 

Her guilty wrath to hide. 



S £17GBKE. 

Then mutters sternest curses de^* 
'^ie! babblings infimt, die! 

Go, join thy parents' endless sleeps 
Thrp' long etemityv 

m 

**Child of the man I vainly lov'd. 

The sister I abhorr'd; 
Shalt thou i^emain (by me unmoved) 

This tower^s nov-destin'd Lord? 

^'No! let thy death my heart repay 
For years of rage and pain; 

Thy meteor-light once swept away^ 
My star shall rule i^pain:''— 

Kow forth they go, 'mid gardens fitir^ 
And walks that wind thro' bowers; 

And still for Mowbrajr's snowy hair. 
Young Eugene gathers flowers. 



£UG£X£. 

Lilies that shine like light of day. 
With sprightly greens combined. 

Carnations rich, and tulips gay. 
His artless fingers bind. 

Still as some brighter floweret peeps 
Thro' tangled underwood. 

The eager child delighted creeps. 
To gain its solitude. 

Then as his fairy hands o'erflow 
With fast-increasing store. 

To Edith's gprasp his treasures go. 
And pleased he seeks for mure. 

Kow o'er their dew-embellished dyesy 

His heart enchanted beats; 
Now softly close his sparkling eyes. 
As float their baimy sweets! 
B 2 



10 EUGSirfl. « 

See! ghastly smiles on Edith's face, 
like lurid lightning^ play; 

She knows, alas! these flowers will grace 
Sweet Eugene's bed of clay. 

Dear innocent! that eye thine seeks 
^ So oft in childish joy» 
With Toice distinct, continual speaks* 
'^ie, babbling infant, diet'* 

<nrhe sun grows hot; the roses fade. 
That must our garland crown: 

Haste Eugene! leave this ransack'd shad^ 
And seek yon thicket brown. 

'There roses hang all bright with dew. 

While cooling breezes rove; 
And there in wat'ry glass we'll view. 

The clouds that sail above." 



EUGENB. 11 

Smiling he runs, and gains the bank. 

Where Witham's waters glide. 
Where mix'd with osiers tall and dank. 

The wild-Fose blushes wide. 

But Edith on a lofty steeps 

'Mid brighter roses calls; 

He gazes, ventures, falters, creeps. 
Grasps a thin spray, — and fallsl 

Who saw the ruthless knife divide 

That ill-sustaining bough? 
Who heard the plunge? or mark'd the tido 

Splash up in foam below? 

None saw the deed; but musing near, 

A lonely fisher stood. 
An infant's cry came on his ear. 

He plunged amid the flood. 



12 £U6£inB. 

The form that in his arms he bore, 

Tho' motionless, was warm; 
The lips alone, death's livery wore. 

Yet smiled with beauty's charm. 

The fisher chafd each icy limb. 
And warm'd it with his breath. 

Till slowly life in colours dim, 
Dawn'd o'er the night of death. 

From the rough stranger's honest eye, 
A burst of pleasure gushed; 

Pale Edith at that joyful cry. 
With shame and anger blushed. 

In well-feign'd haste she homeward turns. 
And borne on Hugo's breast. 

Sweet Eugene's generous bosom bums 
To see his saviour blest 



» 



JSUGElfE. 13 

With prattling tongue (when home he gains) 

His grandsire's knee' he climbs. 
His story tells, his hope explains. 

Which points to future times. 

"Go feast thee at my fullest board! 

The grateful Mowbray cries. 
Nor quit this castle, till its Lord 

Each want, each wish supplies. 

**S£ houseless, thou a home shalt have; 
If wrong'd, my powerful aid; 

None in thy name a boon shall crave. 
And find their hope betrayed. 

**The child thus sav'd this sacred day 

By thy humanity. 
Shall to thy children's cbildr^i pay. 

The debt he owes to thee! 



14 EUGSNB. 

"Go, feast thee then, at fullest board! 

Go, quaff my brightest wine! 
And may thy heart with joy be stored^ 

Like that it gives to mine!'* | 

Now solemn thanks, the reverend priest, 
'Mid all the household readsj 

Then sounds the horn to dance and feait, 
And decent mirth succeeds. 

Sweet Eugene gaily sports again 

With many a childish toy; 
While Mowbray's (presage fond as vain!) 

Believes him spar'dfor joy. 

£dith with well-dissembled love 

Her little kinsman aids. 
Connects the flowers his fingers wovei^ 

And suits their varied shades. 



' EU6EI71B. 15 

The mom, the noon, the eve departs. 

Night comes with funeral gloom: 
Thrice shrieks the owl; pale Mowbray starts; 

It blanches Eugene's bloom; — 

But paler is that maiden's face 

Who leads the languid child. 
''Edith! what looks are these? for grace. 

Why roll thy eye-balls wild?" 

'Rethought, sir! on the rising blast 

A passing bell I heard! 
Bf ethougfat my sister's spirit passed ! 

Bat fancy only feared ! 

*HSo, kiss thy grandsire, Eugene, go! 

Thy dear eyes long to close; 
Thy weary limbs must long to know 

The sweetness «f repose." 



16 SUGENB. 

When Mowbray felt that boy's embrace, 

'Twas like a death-grasp, cold; 
And when he kiss'd that blooming face. 
It smelt of new-rais'd mould!—- 

Now Eugene on his silken bed 

Hath laid his icy brow; 
Ah! never more, shall current red 

Kindle that forehead's showl*— 

'^O, dearest aunt! O, sweetest aunt! 

My eyes g^w wondrous dim; — 
For breath — for breath I vainly pant— 

And anguish racks each limb: 

'H)! such a fire is in my breast; 

And yet with cold I shake. — 
Alas! thy Eugene cannot rest 

If all his couch forsake: 



EUGEITB. 17 



^Then stay, dear aunt, for pity stay; 
Alone must I remain? — 

O! if thoult kneel, I'll softly pray. 

And God will end my pain."— 



.»» 



'fYesl he will end it with thy breath;' 

Inhuman Edith cries, 
*<The cup I gave, was drugged with death. 

And thou no more shalt rise!**-^ 

E'en while she speaks, the hapless child 

Half lifts his heavy head. 
Yields one faint cry, then wan and wild. 

Sinks lifeless on his bed. — 

Where are the flowers that yesterday 

In groves and gardens grew? 

And where is he, who smiling gay. 

Shook off their brilliant dew? 
C 
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In his cold coffin sleeping sweet, 
'Qiat beauteous boy is laid; 

And strew'd q*& his pale winding-sheet. 
Those weeping flow'rets fade! 

But fading flowers, and beauteous boy, 

Lie in a sad embrace; 
In Mowbray's aged arms they lie. 

And press his marble face:— 

The hour that shew'd him Eugene dead. 
His own last summons gave; 

Together, have their spirits fled. 
And now they share one grave.— 

Lo! sable banners, velret palls. 

O'er Edith's castle float; 
Its ample courts and lofty halls 

Besound the dirge's note: 



Bells toll, priests pray, and incense fumes 

In many a mystic wreathi 
While scutcheon'd arms, and nodding plumes, 

O'erwhelm the hearse of death* 

In mournful pomp, and awful pride. 

The long processions go; 
Low sobs and si^s on every side 

From grateful bosom« flow: 

With head bent down, and stifled groan. 

Brave Hugo \^alks before; 
His soul communes with saints alone. 

For earthly hopes are o*er. 

Then slow behind, in splendid g^uise, 

'Mid black-robed maids appears 
She whose dissembling, shrouded eyes. 

Are dress'd in duteous tears: 



M BVOEltB* 

IV ith wimple wide, of darkest graiii^ 

From Cyprus' distant isl^. 
See, Etdith join the sorrowing train. 

And seek the burial pile! — 

Thro* aisles and cloisters wind their way^ 

Till in- deep vaults below. 
The monks and nuns in long array. 

The funeral rites bestow. 

Responsive to the organ's peal 
That swells in vaults above, 

Their low chaunts on the silence steal, 
And paint celestial love. 

Now softer requiems faintly breathe, 

And mix with sorrow's sighs. 
While to the kneeling crowd beneath, 
/Again sweet Eugene dies.— 



Is it remoraei, or wrath, or fear. 

That knocks at Edith^s heart. 
While float their sad sounds on her ear. 
And bid her consciAce start? — 

Quick from the dismal scene around. 
She strains wild thought to lure. 

By painting pleasure's fairy ground. 
With wealth and power secure: 

But still as fear to slumber sinks. 

And triumph fires her eye. 
She starts, and 'mid the requiem thinks 

She hears young Eugene's cry! 

Stung with keen pain, she quits the scene. 

And steals thro' inner cells. 
Where many a thick wall spreads its screen. 

And many a pale corpse dwells; 
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There^ nor deep sound of mourner^s fM>b» 
Nor pious hymn may come; 
' She only hears her wild heart throb, 
She only sees a gloom.^ 

Awhile she stands!—- then, trembling, tries 

The entrance to regain; 
Her head swims round, her black heart dies. 

She calls, but calls in vain!— - 

Bewildered, frantic, lost, dismayed. 
Now here, now there she turns; 

Then loudly shrid^; that shriek for aid. 
Echo alone returns! 

She rushes thro' the long, long caves 

That shroud the silent dead; 
At the last portal vainly raves, 

•Tis clos'dl— the train are fled! 



Uiunark'd her absence, homewards now. 

That sad procession moves. 
Thro' vallies low, up steep hill's brow. 

Where summer's ni^ht-breeze roves; 

Each plunged in grid; to weep and pray 

To his own chamber steals; 
And none may marvel that the day 

Still Edith's woe conceals: 

But ni^t to mom, and mom to night. 

Duly again succeeds: 
What! will an heiress, young and brighti 

For ever wear her weeds?— 

They seek, they find not; horror comes 

With recollection strong; 
And wildly to the vaulted tombs 

Rushes the troubled throng. 



£4 £trO£]f9^]fi^ 

Why should I tell of corpse so fou!f 
(To death and demons giten!) 

Stamp'd with the impress of a soul^ 
That out-cast was of Heaven?— 

Hark! hark! I hear & dreadful crj 
Rise from tliat place of grates! 

'Tis a fell ^ost in iigohjr» 
That at the portal raves! — 

Hence, quit the scene! and close the tale^ 
And lay this truth to heart. 

That guilt can ne'er o'er God prevail, 
Kor 'scape his vengeful dart. 



zs 



LORD MALCOLM. 



jThEj wintry blasts are yelling round 

Dunotter's lofty towers; 
The wintry rain is falling deep 

O'er low Glencaldon's bowers! 

Dunotter's Lord, at social boards 

Nov rain nor tempest hears; 
Glencaldoa's lonely dweller kneels^ 

Oppress'd with tender fearsi 

Dearly she loves that gallant lord. 

And in a neighbouring bay 
Rides the light bark which soon must waft 

Earl Malcolm far awayj 



S6 XORD MALCOLM. 

For he must o'er the stormy sea 

On courtly message go. 
From royal James to Norway's king» 

Ko longer Scotland's foe. 

And who but envies his reward? 

Rich Athol's beauteous heir; 
The fairest lady in the land. 

Young Isabel the fairl 

Graceful, by Malcolm's side she sits^ 
Well-pleas'd his vows to hear; 

Love sparldes in her starry eye, 
Undimm'd by boding tear; 

The blush of health is on her cheek. 
Its bright light in her eye; 

And Malcolm, raptur'd with a smile. 
Scarce needs the truer sigh. 



« 
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He ftiBiles, he sighs, in fitful moody 
For parting mom must come; 

Tho' blest the present festal hour. 
It leads to pleasure's tomb. 

Yet hope is iiresh! a few short moons. 

And Malcolm comes again, 

And Is'bel yields her willing hand^ 
To wedlock's silken chain! 

So care araunt! give wit and mirth 
From Malcolm's lips to flow. 

Let music from his hand and voice 
Her sweetest gifts bestow; 

And as Dunotter's ancient towers 
"With g^raceful joyance ring. 

Be that the pledge of Malcolm's faith 
In Is'bel and his king! — 



• 

|Iow still! how diiTerent is the scenes 

Glencaldon's groves beneath! 
There only sounds the heavy «stonii| 

Mix'd with faint sorrow's breath! 

Ohl once poor Jessie shar'd the feast 

In Malcolm's stately hall, 
8mil'd when he smil'd, at gay discourse 

Or grac'd his sprightly ball; 

And then his. Reaming eye has oft 

Admiring pleasure filVd; 
Attention chain'd him when she sang^ 

pr warmer wish^ thrill'd; 

Briefly, he lov'd!— but she was left 

An orphan desolate; 
And friends and prudence ch^d the 6aQie^ 

He yielded to his fate! 
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■ 

Duoedin's court chas'd thought away, 

♦ 
Regret soon ceas'd to bleed; 

For Jessie knew not of his ioY^ 

So could not blame the deed.—* 

O man! still selfish^ cruel mos^ 

Where most thy power should bleas; 
Ingenious still, the harshest act 

To mask in honor's dress! 

"When &om thy heart fond love hath woo'd 

With every tongue but one; 
When all thy virtues have been shown. 

And constant woman, won; 

Then think'st thou of the fit and meet. 

The cold world's scornful cries; 
Back thou recoil'st, thyself art sav'd^ 

But woman sinks and die^!-* 



■^ 



.\ 



$0 XORD MAXCO|:.K» 

Youth's opening' rose on Jessie's cheek 

Had bluwn, and swiftly shed 
Its early beauties on the blast 

Of Time, that onward sped? 

And Malcolm's youthful glow was changed 

To manhood's nobler grace; 
His graver mien no longer shew'd 

The hero of , the chase; 

When home he came with courtly train. 

His native halls to see. 
And shew his future bride, the lands 

Where she would sovereign be. 

*Twas midnight as he pass'd the groves 

That o'er Glencaldon hung; 
Her pensive light the rising moon 

Thro' all their branches flung: 



[ 
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The ^oung earl check'd his prancing steed^ 

And wistful look'd, and sigh'd; 
''Still dwells she here? or is she now. 

Some other^s happy brideP' — 

Goy self-deluder! tell thy heart 

That her'i^ once more is blest, 
Tho', memory's thousand voices rais'd, 

A different tale attest!— 



Lo buoyant o'er the ibaming sea, 

Impeird by freshest gales. 
With slender keel and streamer gay, 

A rapid vessel sails! 

Thsre moans the wind thro' Malcolm's hair. 
And sweeps his alter'd cheek; 



5% XOBD MALGOXH. 

Unheeded moans! for all his thoughts 
The land of Scotland seek. 

There is a sad weight on his brotr, 

A heavier on his soul; 
Remembrance o'er his weaken'd mind 

Her cloud begins to roll; 

And keen remorse, with inward voic^ 
Thus speaks like prophecy, 

''As thou didst trusting Jessie leave. 
So Isabel may thee."— 

But short the pang! new scenes arisen 
New thoughts, and new delight; 

While Norway's court his coming groets 
With many a festive rite. 

His errand sped, his exile done,^ 
Once more he hails the day. 



XORD MALCOLM. 33 

Which shall to dear Dunotter's tower. 
Its longing Lord convey: 

With Love's own breath, the summer breeze 

Kisseth the Baltic wave; 
The sea-maids warble soft below. 

In Ocean's coral cave! 

The sky is blue, the shores are green. 

The calm sea seems to stand ! 
Joy glows thro' Malcolm's manly cheek. 

He touches Scottish land!-^ 



Alad! what piercing cry was that? 

Whose is that alter'd form. 
With forehead bare, and flashing eye. 

That braves the midnight storm? 



34 XORD. HALGOI.M. 

What heart«smote wretch, whose fearful looks 
Are fierce and sad by turns; 

Colder than death his strong hand's grasp- 
Like etna, now it burns! 

•Tis Malcolm, lost, deceiv'd, betrayed. 
Of all his honours reft; 

Supplanted in his sovereign's heart; 
By her he worshipp'd, left!— 

Fled with his fortune, every one 

Who shared that fortune's light; 
Dunotter's grass-grown threshold stands 

In solitude and night. ' 

. While reason staggers, strength and youth 
With giant death contei^; 
Say^ comes there none with pityihg hand 
3ome feeble aid to lend? 



( 
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Yes, there is one! a faithful one! 

Who never leaves his side, 
But l^ams his frantic bursts to sooth, 

N, 

His dizzy steps to guide; 

Whose trembliog hands unwearied bathe 

That onre serenest brow; 
Whose throbbing breast that head supports. 

All faint and drooping now. 

By night, by day, this faithful firiend 

Is ever, ever near; 
E'en duty will the maniac shun. 

But love is deaf to fear. 



The Summer's past, chill Autumn's blast 
Hath strewn with leaves the wood. 



36 XORD MAXCOXM. 

Malcolm awakes, and round him sees 
The heart's deep solitude! 

"Say, tell me, Kenneth, have I dreamt. 

Or did some angel glide 
For weeks and months around my path. 

And all my wand'rings guide? 

"0! where is gone that soft, pale form. 

That used my couch to tend? 
Jtnd why hath ceased that tender voice 
^ Which bade my phrensies end?"— 

Old Kenneth shakes his silver locks. 
And wipes a tear away; 

^^hat tender voice will sound no morel 

« 
That gentle form is clay! 

<<The mould is fresh, the grave is new, 
Where sweetest Jessie lies; 
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In healing thine, her true heart broke«— 
Love's latest sacrifice.*'-— 



*'0! Kenneth, in those killing words 
Thy master's knell is toll'd; 

If she is deiid, this world to mej 
Is desert, dark, and cold! 

'Then open wide her dismal graye^ 
That dear face let me see. 

And I as true will die for her. 
As e'er she did for me!" 
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JLHE moon was bright, the sky serene. 

And thie waters softly crept. 
And trees were thick on the bank so green. 

Where the Knight of Malta slept; 

Beside him grazed his milk-white steed. 

And beside him lay his spear; 
While his raven locks, from the helmet freed. 

Were wei with many a tear. 

His cheek was once like the orange, red. 

But now like the olive, pale; 
And his heart that erst with pity bled. 

Now heaved thro' pitiless mail. 
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Was never a lord in Alphonso's court. 
That danced like him at the ball; , 

'Mid nol^les gay, at each graceiiil sport, 
Don Carlos eclipsed them all: 

Was never a minstrel like him could sing. 

Or tinkle the sweet guitar; 
Was never a knight at tilt or ring. 

So brave in th« Tourney's war: 

Was never a brother like him so blest 

In brother's dear rivalry; 
For the twin he clasp'd to his faithfiil breast. 

Was gallant and true as he. — 

O look you now, how a pleasant dream. 

That brother to life restores! 
How bright is the glow which rapture's beam 

O'er the face of Carlos pours! 
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He dreams they saul in their yacht so gay, 
< By gentle light of the stars , 
Where thro* bowery banks flows Duero away. 
To the sound of their sofl guitars. 

O days of youth! O days of joy! 

Will ye ever again return? 
Can the penitent heart or the streaming eye. 

Give life to the death-cold urn?— 

Now sudden he wakes, and with blissful glance 
Lodiks round for that form so dear; 

But vanish'd the image with Fancy's trance. 
And all is solitude drear: 

The groan that riveth his manly heart 

As comfort and hope remove. 
With its dismal sound makes echo start| 

And scareth the lone wood-dove; 
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He beats his breast, and he lifts his eyes. 

Whence tears like the raindrops fall. 
And loud his wild and sorrowful cries 

On Jesu for mercy call*— 

"Who moumeth here, this smiling night. 

When nature and »maii should sing; 
Doth a 8inn«r^8 yoice mine ear affright. 

Or grief with its murmuring? — 

"O! wbedier by sin or sorrow driven 
To scenes of holy peace, • 

Let theitt teach thee, my son! the road to heaven. 
And thy earthly cares will cease."— 

The hermit stood among evergreen boughs 

That curtain'd a cavern rude. 
Whence he call'd the knight to blessed repose 

In his saintly solitude. 

£ 
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He led the way, that knight before. 

With many a stifled sigh. 
Then gently dropp'd his leafy door. 

And shut out the cheerful sky; 

But the soft pale moon with tender light 
Streamed thro' the branching spacer 

And glimm'ring faint, on the cavern's night, 
DiflHised a soothing grace. 

The hermit's couch was a heap of moss 
From neighbouring mountains torn; 

And the rocky step of his wooden cross. 
With kneeling and tears was worn. 

O soothing it is to the sad, sad heart. 
Some sorrowful tokens to see^ 

When its load of grief it wmild fun impart. 
When it longeth for sympathy! 
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Bon Carlos' pulse beat calmly now. 

As he saw the hermit's throb; 
And the death-damps left his tortuyd btow> 

When he heard the hermit sob. 

The good man knelt, and inly prayed. 

And long at a distance kept. 
And low at the foot of the crucifix laid« 

With smother'd anguish wept. 

He covered his face with his dark grey hood* 

Like one who repenteth sore. 
And still as he kiss'd the holy rood» 

He wept and he groan'd the more. 

*'0, 1 have suffered !"-^t length he cried, 
'As back to the knight he came: 
"For soul in grief what fitter guide. 
Than he that hath felt the same? 
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**Then confess thy sin, or tell thy grief. 
And if christiin lore may save. 

Ah! look at leasts for that faint relief, 
"iVhich shriving penitents hare." 

>— "O fatherl father! deep is my guilt. 
But deeper, sure, are mf pains; 

For innoeent blood in fury spilt. 
What pardon, what hope remaini? 

**Yet time there was, when of bird or deer, 
I shuddered to end the breath; 

And ever beheld, with womanish tear, 
E'en childhood's easy death. 

"And time there was, when glory in ▼•in, 
Call'd to his murderous throne; 

The wrath that grows on a Mil of slain. 
My brows abhor to own. 



I 
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''But see me here, to holy St. John,* 

Self-Yowed his knight to be, 
And sworn fair woman's love to shun. 

In stainless chastity. 

''And see me here, self-doom'd to aid, 

(O penance sad and right!) 
With this guilty arm, and this fatal blade, 

Ei^h suff 'ring lady or knight." 

Don Carlos paused, and with ghastly look 

Beg^arded his guilty brand; 
His brow g^w damp, and his cold limbs shook, 

And the weapon left his hand. 



* I ara not certain whether ft man who had Iwcn niarried, oouU btieome 
a Knight of MaKn: if lie coald not, the reader must have the goodness to 
suppose that Don Cartas obKged Uanself to a Tolumary obsemmce of the 

' rales of that order. 
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***Tvas in gay Castille, that an orphan heir. 
With the twin of my life as my love, 

I dwelt in joy: ah me! his prayer. 
Now breathes for my sake above. 

**The lily that shines thro' yon wat'ry glass, 

Is dark to his mortal part. 
And foul is its sweetest breath, alasl • 

To the sweetness of his heart! 

**Together we roved thro' our wild-wood bowery 

In sportive or pensive mood; 
Or o'er learning's page in studious hours. 

Together were wont to brood. 

•Was never a thought in either's mind, 
Nor a feeling in his breast. 

But the other's soul untaught, defined, 
Aiid the other's eye ezpress'd. 



t 
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*lf Juan had chid, not princes' praise 

Had banish'd the blush- of shame; 
If Juan approY*d, a world might raise 

Unheard, the voice of blame. 

"Not Beauty's sweet glance, like his, could light 

My spirit to Honour's goal; 
O woe was the day, when at Beauty's sight, 
I yielded my captive soul ! 

'*Why should I talk of the lily and rose* 

That on Inis's cheek were blent; 
Of 'her dark eyes' stars, and her bosom's snows, 

And her smile's soft languishment! 

**0 ihe was fairer than earthly thing, 

'Which Heaven for good ordains; 
Such wond'rous charms the demons bring, 

To forge some wretch's chains! 
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''With ardour woo'd, and with transport won, 

She heard at length my prayer. 
And my blissful life seem'd new begun. 

When I clasp'd the bridal fair. 

^nfet Juan was far, in green Navarre, 

On embassy secret and grave. 
And knew not her, by whose conq'ring car. 

His brother was led a slave. 

"When home return'd, approving joy 

Spoke fiom his smiling face, 
And Inis beheld, with sparkling eye^ 

His figure's youthful grace. 

'^Twas sweet to my heart to hear her speak. 
With voice of the cooing dove, 
' Of bis azure eyes, and his vermeil cheek. 
And shape tike the God of Love. 
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«<But sweeter the theme^ when with graver ipeech 

She spoke of his virtues high. 
Of his* towering mind's celestial reach. 

And his awfiil parity. 

<'Ah! soon did she cease with Juan's.praise* 

To fetter my listening ear! 
^ Oft silent and sad, from my rapt eyes' gr^e, 

She tura'd with a starting tear. 

*^t me not dwell on the dark deceit. 

That hath plung'd my soul in sin; 
For how should my faltering lips repeat. 

What I dare not breathe within.^ 

Enough, that she swore— •could I doubt her ^aik. 

Who dwelt in my inmost thought? 
That scorning our blood, and her bridal troth, 

My brother her love had sought. 
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<1*hat wretched nighty at the midnigiit hour. 
While each pulse with madness beat, 

A loud shriek came from Inis' bower— 
I flew to the dear retreat. 

"1 saw but my lady's bosom bare; 

I heard but her vengeful cry; 
My sword was deq> in a breast as fidr» 

Ere spoke the upraised eye! 

"As bathed in his blood young Juan fell. 

My guilty senses fled; 
But waking late in Su Leonard's cell, 

I raised an outlaw's head. 

''What heeded my heart of priyileged shade. 

When blood on my conscience lay? 
When the brother once dear had my faith betrayed. 

And bWted out life's fair day! 



I 



THB KNIGHT OF MALTA. 51 

''The pardon won, by my kinsman sought 

From Alphonso's kingly hand. 
No joyM change in a bosom wrought, 

More sad than the desert's sand. 

'Tof she that I loved, ah! she whose charms 

Had been my brother's snare, - 
Now lang^ish'd sad in my wretched arms. 

With silent and fix'd despair. 

'*Her death'Kiay came, remembrance dread! 

F th' midst of her beauty's prime; 
And then as her shrieking spirit fled. 

She own'd the damned crime. 

««»Twas she that woo'd, 'twas she that spum'd. 

To frantic vengeance g^w. 
O fatal truths! in vain were ye leam'd. 

And like fiends my soul pursue. 
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*Tor now remorse, and terror, and woe. 

Surround me with their spells; 
And never, alas! most I hope to go. 

Where my hrotber's spirit dweils^ 

The knight broke off, lor the hermit's hreast 
Heaved thick with convulsive start. 

He wept aloud, and he rushed to his guest. 
And snatched hitti to his heart. 

> 

Don Carlos eanght not the breathless cry. 

He saw not the hooded face. 
But his throbbing heart and flashing eye. 

Were true to a known embrace. 

^ow blessed Saint John hath another true knight. 

And thou, a brother again! 
O Carlos I swear, by yon vestal light. 

To join thy patron's train. 
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''MThile bewailing sad thine only fault. 

Thy prayers wete breathed to me. 
With world-sick eyes, but pitying thought, 

I have sorrowed and prayed for thee. 

'^o mortal blow didst thou give my breast, 

Tho' deep to my soul it went. 
And when life retum'd, from life unblest» 

I flew to lone banishment. 

''Kow thou art restored with fondness true. 

To love as thie as thine own. 
And the world's bright gates will open anew. 

For souls that again are one!" 

O days of youth! O days of joy! 

Again do your hours return? 
Tes, the penitent heart, and the heav'n-ward eye. 

Have quicken'd the death-cold um! 
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"Ah! who beneath yon swaying^ tree, 
Lies careless of the nlahing wind? 

Wake thoughtless youth, and swiftly fiee^ 
Or be to marder's arm consigpn'd. 

4 

<<9till doth he sleep, tho' o'er his head 
The storm of evening^ peals along, 

Tho' tossing branches round him spread^ 
Roar the wild tempest's shrieks among? 

"Wake! stranger, wake!— he slumbers still! 

O, if somVpowerful sprite be near. 

May dreams pf dread his fancy fill, 
, ' ' ' 
AiMJjf wit^Slrs warn his startled ear!*' 
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HelPs moodiest fiend, then lingering nigh, 
Smil'd ghastly sconiy and forw|ffd flew; 

? • 

Sh« ope'd the youth's death-sealed eye. 
And bade his icid blood flow anew. 

Half rising from the leaf-atrewn plaiiiy 
"While life and beattt3r's mingled tide 

Runs rapid thro' each bright'ning vein. 
He casts his wilder'd glances wide. 

Th« highland cap's romantic plume. 
Mixed with his olost'ring ringlets sighs; 

And o'er has cheek's vermillion bloom. 
Streams the dark lustre of his eyes. 

**0 God of this sequester'd place! 

O Genius of my native woods! 
Avert the splendors of thy face. 

And pardon her who thus intrudes!^ 



> 
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"Ah\ rather from my wondering gaz^ 
Bright angt^ turn thy charms away! 
(The youth replied in sweet amaze. 

With one rapt look of tranc'd delay.) 

'I 

^nfet melt nol^ taelt not from my sight; 

Still let thine eye's celestial spell. 
Like the calm moon's unclouded light. 

Illumine all this midnight dell! 

«<StiU let thy balm-diffusing breath* 
In mists of sweetness fold my senses 

And then, the lingering shades of death. 
Will fleet before their influence. 

'7or sure in holy realms I wake. 

And thou Heaven's brightest spirit art! « 

Thou com'st my raptured soul to take 
Where resteth each world-wearied heart. 
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'^et wherefore doth all black appear? 

Can these be Eden's promis'd bowers? 
No puby-tinctur'd fruits g^row here, . 

Ko golden g^yes, no radient flowers! 

''Where is the high, mysterious sound 

Of songs and harpings all divine? 
No voices break the stillness round; 

Lone Echo only thrills with mine. 

'Then waft me to that beamy star^ 

Where thou and joy eternal reig^ 
Where sweets ambrosial float afar. 

And music pours her liquid strain! 

'There under g^ves of living g^reen. 

With theC; blest angel, still to rove* 
With thee to hymn the wond'rous scene» 

Is all the bliss I ask above!" 

r 2 
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''No angel from the stars of heaven. 
No sevaph from the throne of day; 

Thou see'st a maid to whom is g^iven. 
No poFer to waft thee hence away: 

''But she would warn thee from the 8pot» 
Where hate and murder rav'ning roami 

She bids thee fly to hills remote* 
Which rise around thy native hom«. 

''Oh! could she bear thee to some ilse 
Surrounded by the threatening sea; 

Where flower was never seen to smile. 
Nor leaf to deck the sterile tree. 

"Where never yet the cheerful sun. 
One transient glance to nature gave. 

But all lies dark, and cold, and dun. 
And deeply silent as the grave. 
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*There in some rude sequestered cave. 
With thee she*d pass her blissful days, 

And ask no music but the wave. 
No sunshine save thy beauty's blaze!" 

''0, cease not! cease not, generous faii^ 

Why turns thy glowing cheek aside^ 
Why does that quickly-loosen'd hair. 

Those bashful eyes from Oscar hide?" 

'^Tis, that my foolish lips have said 

What virgin lips should never tell; 
Yet ah! forgive a wretched maid, 

Condemn'd with tyrant power to dwell! 

**In yor^jier dreary castle boni, 

Unloved she wastes her youth away; 
Joyless she feels the breeze of mom. 

Wretched she tees the eve decay. 
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My father once, 'mid E»in's wars. 
Unrivaled bore the heroes name; 
He gloried in his countless scars, ' 
And knew^no happiness but fame* 

< 
«<When lo! ere I beheld the lights 

A Scottish chieftain sought our shorei 

Earl Phelira met him in the fight. 

He met, and sunk beneath his power. 

*^Sincethen, immersed in deepest gloom. 
The world abjured, and all forgot. 

Save hatred to the highland plume, ^ '^ 
He lives to curse his plighted lot! 

''No shipwrecked man of Scotland's latt<j^ 
Hath ever from yon pile return'd; 

They fall beneath my father's brand. 
But fall not, youth! by me unm'^ • *'' 
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*Thfo* this deep forest's tangled bowers* 

Like wsming ghost I ceaseless roam. 
To turn from our blood-moAted toweny 

The Scottish Tictims as they come* 

^HiVhat li^t inm yonder turret gleams? 

O fly, my first, my only love! 
Itill will I see thee in my dreams. 

Still meet thy soul, in prayer, aboYe!** 

"And think*st thou, then, my heart so cold. 

So dead to rirtue, love, and thee. 
That I ca^ '^hose dear eyes behold. 

Fast-dropping tears of grief for me. 

'*That I can see that breast of snow. 

For me, with tender anguish heave^ 
Tet fly from danger's doubtiid blow. 

And leave thy gentle soul to grieve. 



h 
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"Xo» by this trembling hand I swear. 
This hand so fondly pressed in mine. 

From these fierce scenes thy form to bear. 
And bind myself forever thine! 

'*Where frown those rocks o'er ocean's bed. 
My voice shall one tall bark command; 

Soon will her whitening sails be spread. 
To waft us to my native land. 

'^here, among heaps of balmy health. 
Fresh gathered from some purple steep. 

While sweets ascend ih)m every wreath, 
Look'd in each other's arms we'll sleep. 

''And when day's earliest breezes strong. 
Blow freshly o'er the redd'ning cheek. 

With hunter's bow, the hills among. 
For thee the flying deer TU seek^-* 
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'^Speaky doubting maid, O! turn those eyes 

Now fiz'd upon thy father's hall; 
Haste, ere the fav'ring moment flies. 

Or doom thy highland love to fall!"— 

Silent she turns; but from her &ce 
The rosy glow has vanish'd quite; 

Death's paleness takes awhile its place. 
And tears o'erwbelm her swimming sights 

Onward she goes, (yet inly grieyes,) . 

By Oscar's arm impell'd anew; 
And oft upon the trodden leaves 

Her tear-drops fidl, like nightly dew.—- 

I 



Soon are the ship's white sails unfurl'd. 
Her streamers broad are hoisted soon; 

And lo! amid the wat'ry world 
She floats, beneath the rising moon! 
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And now the hills of Scotland rise 
Empurpled o'er the less'ning main; 

Now thymy fragrance round them sighs. 
And sounds asecaught, and lost again.- 

The lovers press the mossy sod. 
While rising in Glen-carron green. 

The towers of Oscar^s calm abode, 
Thxo' far-off heights are dhnly 



Soft in the silver moonlight shine 
The towers, the rocks, and seas profounds 

The mountain-fells, the woods of pine. 
And all the sylvan regions round: 

Wrapt in her Oscar^s fond embrace, 
Boscrana views the prospect &ir; 

Grief melts like vapour from her face. 
And Love, bright love^ akne i» there!— 
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**Now, tell me, youth! what fortune strange. 
Brought thee to Erin s climate drear. 

Amid my father's shades to range? 
O say, while yet we linger here."— 

**In green Glencarron's wild retreat. 

My lonely halls embattled rise; 
There was I want the dawn to meet. 

And woo the evening's faintest sighs; 

"But late, as pensively I trac'd 
Its leaf^trewn walks, all d^k and bar^ 

By unseen arms, my form embraced. 
Was borne, astonish'd, thro* the air: 

"Like branch just rifted from the tree. 

By power resistless, fiercely driven; 
I passed above the dreadful sea» 

And saw its waste alone, and heavem 
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"No sound, save of the dismal wind. 
Came cheering' to my hopeless ear; 

I saw the seas on .earth reclin'd» 
But vainly tried their roar to hear: 

"At length amid thy father's wood, . 

I felt my breathless form descend; 
Before my steps a spirit stood, 

I saw her black'ning wings extend; 

"Gigantic as the tallest oak. 
By doubtful twilight dimly seen; 

Her voice in sudden ^hunder broke, 
Her glance was like the li^tning keen. 

" behold the powerful fiend, she cried. 
In beauty's pomp who wooed thee late^ 

Yet fled, rejected by thy pride; 
Thus she repays thy scornful hate.' 
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^'Swift from her lips the noisome breath 

In sulphurous cloud around me flies; 
I feel the siroc-blig'ht of death* 

And sink, methinks no more to rise; 

**But at thy voice, the hov*ring soul 

Back to its former mansion came; 
Hell owned pure Virtue's strong control, 

Ahd Love awoke his guiltless flame." ' 

'^! may this throbbing heart of mine^ 

The young Roscrana whispers low. 
Still feel the answering throb of thine. 

And see thine eyes thus fondly glow! 

**The hours of day, the hours of night. 

The seasons then, will all succeed. 

To witness ever in their flight. 
One happy, happy pair indeed."-— 
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While round him now her arms are spread. 
She sees his crimson colour fade; 

His brip^ht eyes close; in silence dread. 
He falls before the trembling' maid!—* 

A strange loud laugh of horrid joy, 
Wild thro* tJiat lonely reg-ion rings; 

Boscrana turns her startled eye. 
But only hears the rush of wings .-« 

P«le, tearless, with cold clasped hands. 
Where still and pale, her Oscar lies. 

Awhile in mute despair she stands. 
Then freed from earth her spirit ilies!-^ 

Join, gentle spirit! join thy love, 
Wlio lingers yet in air below! 

For you, unclose the gates above, 
For you, eternal Edens glpw! 
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Ko more' to part, your souls shall now 

Together breathe the gales o^ heaven, 
While am'ranths for each spotless brow. 

Shall there, in deathless wreaths be given! — 

Howl fiend of hell! for know, thy hour 

Can but the mortal part control; 
Not all thy wizard spells have power 

To injure the celestial soul!— 
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**ThE Princess Anne to her bower is gone 

To watch and weep and pray. 
Where the 3^Uow moon shining alone. 
Lights the trav'Uer's way: 

*1leT bower is high on that lonely hill 
Where hoary ash-trees shake; 

And down below, sublimely still. 
Lies Killarney's lake." ' 

The warder ceas'd, and clos'd the gates 
And the man that ask'd, rode ot\; 

No more he said, but bow'd his head. 
And heav'd a heavy groan. , 
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The man was clad in a mantle red. 

And his bonnet was large and dark; 
So musing still he gain'd the hill. 

The Lady's bower to mark: 

*Twas black and drear; the silent trees 

Stood tall and still around; 
The long grass stirr'd not in the breeze, 
' The waters gave no sound; 



But the Lady bright, on the battlements' height. 

He saw by the shining moon; 
From her locks so bright, and her garments white, 

The stranger knew her soon. 



'*Ho! Lady Anne thou must come down. 

Thy husband sends by me: 
Xear the cross of stone on the heath alone. 

He lies and waits for thee: 



r ' 
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"For the fight is o'er, and rebel power 

Hath yanquished its Lord, 
And now his store is nothing more 

Than only his good sword." — 

**Now lell me, knight, by a warrior's might, 

I charge thee tell me true. 
If from that fight this woeful night. 

My love unhurt withdrew? 

'^Ah! be my bed the leaves that are shed 

By autumn's hollow wind. 
If on his breast my head but rest. 

The sweetest sleep I'll find!"—' 

^^e waits for thee, (the knight replied) 
By the mould'ring cross of stone; 

Thy sleep shall be sweet! (the stranger sigh'd,) 
But never sweet alone. 



I 
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*'Come, mount thee here; nay, do not fear, 

Tho' the clouds be gathering fast; 
My courser's swift, and his career 

Is like the ocean's blast."— 

They rode o'er hill, they rode o'er vale. 

They rode thro* the groaning wood. 
Till by the glare of the lightning pale. 

They saw the holy rood; 

And near it lay a comely fi»nn 

In dusky armour drest; 
He lay in sleep, and the raging storm 

Could not break his rest 

The warrior slept, and the Lady stepp'd 

His well-known form to fold; 
She kiss'd his brow, but the ni^tly snow 

Is not BO icy cold. 
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With piercing cries she rais'd her eyes. 
And the stranger stood by her side; 

His mantle was gone, and his armour shone* 
And his grey plume floated wide: 

His steed was form'd. of the foaming surf 

Which swells on Killamey's lake. 
When the ^ious blast its waters casts. 

And rocking turrets shake. 

<*Behold thy Lord! (the phantom said,) 

The fight indeed is o'er. 

And under this shade my corse is laid. 
To sleep tor evermore: 

*'But thou must with me; fcfT the shoreless 9%sl 

Must wash each earthly stain; 
And then this lake appall'd must qua]|» 

For its Prince and Hero slain; 
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''Killarney's hills, and Killarney's caves. 

Our peacefiil dwelling^ shall be, 
Till this yearly hour, when its shadd'ring waves 

My airy horse shall see; 

'Then in angry pomp, thro' the waters wide. 

In lightning and thunder drest. 
Thy Prince shall ride, while the stormy tide 

O'erwhelms his vassab' rest 

'Tor three long days, and for three long nights 

Must fear each bosom quail. 
Till the whirlwinds cease, and all be peaces 

And their penitent tears prevail; 

**Thcn joy will be ours, the joy of Heaven, • 

To pardon and to save: 
So let thy soul to my fond pray'r given. 

Smile at its path t^' the grave." — 
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He spo]ce» and clasp'd his aims to grasp 

The form of that Lady fair; 
She breath'd a moan, and her spirit alone. 

Now wanders with his thro' the air. 
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AN AIXEOOBT. 



''There lies thy destln'd path, asoendiDg still! 
Be now its varied steep with care essay'd — 
Here sinks a vale, there swells a breezy hill; 
Now is the tang'led way obscured by shade: 
And now, far-opening glades the fancy fill; 
There, poisonous fog^ and chilling damps descend; 
Here, balmy dews from roseate bowers distil: 
Lo! as Life's gayest prospects wide extend, 
falsely think not thou, they ne'er shall end! 
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'This beauteous height attained, thy feet must trace 
A downward path which leads to realms unknown: 
That solemn path no verdant arbours g^ace; 
But if thou dost not tread its steep alone. 
If still attended on that dreary place 
By the sweet angels of unblemish'd deeds. 
Their blest discourse will every ill efface^ 
Their shining light will turn sad Nature's weeds 
To heavenly garments rich, which Fancy's woof exceeds- 



$» 



Thus spoke Experience, while his study hand 
Disclos'd to ardent youth, the track of life. 
Well knew the sage, that specious iairy-land. 
And well he knew that sky with storms was rife. 
Which now, the Spring's first zephyr lightly fann'di 
Fain would his warning voice fond youth piepure 
For ruffian duster's devastating band; 
And fain instruct, how best swift dhange to bear 
Of rocks, and wilds, and wa8tes,from jocund landscape fair. 
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But all-enraptur'd with the boundless scene. 

Youth's eager eyes ran wildly o'er the view: 

He thought the groves all dress'd in deathless green. 

The- azure heaven in never-changing blue, 

Nor deem'd that cloud could stain that dazzling sheen, 
♦ 

Nor wintry frost that verdant ibliage shed: 

Reckless of future gloom, and tempest keen. 

He long'd the various path alone to tread. 

And scale with mounting foot, the steepest upland's head. 

''0 beauteous scene!" he cried, with fond delight, 
"O paradise of joy, for ever fair! 
Thy varied charms my willing feet invite, 
And court my soul to bathe in Heaven's own air.— 
I come to bask beneath thy sunshine bright. 
To quaff sweet pleasure from her purest rill; 
'Mid fragrant flowers, and tuneful birds, by light 
Of clou41es8 sun or moon, to wander still. 
And rapt in grateful trance, with bliss and wonder thrill ! 
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••I come to find amid your green retreats. 
The forms august, of Virtue, and of Truth: 
Honour unstain'd, whose heart still equal beats 
In oft-impairing age, as zealous youth; 
All Learning's stores, and blest Affection's swceU; 
Religion's precious balm, and Pity's dcwj 
Hope's cheering strain wliich now my glad car greets. 
And lovelier makes the distant scenes we view; 
I come to find all this; instructor dear, adieu!" 

"Stay, stay rash boy! ere yet thy headlong haste 

Hurry thee on, from my long-guiding hand: 
Rightly behold the view so falsely traced 
By thy enchanted eyes, and Fancy's wand. 
Alas! 'tis not in fact, thus nobly graced! 
But tliine the task to prove its fleeting smile. 
Yet go not thou, 'till thy free choice be placed 
On guide and sharer of thy journey's toil. 
Whose wise and tender care may lialf its ills beguile. 



r 



YOUTH. 83 

■••What see'st thou now? — two diiferent forms, I ween; 

Cray Fancy there; here Reason, goddess g^rave! 

Observe them well, and make slow choice between; 

For leading guide one only canst thou have. — 

Ah me! how passing fair is Fancy's mien! 

What dazzling structures at her glance arise! 
How spreads she o'er the rocks resplendent green; 

And bids from sulpk'rous pits fresh flow'rets rise. 

While Nature's truer tints are lost in her gay dyes! 

*1n yon high dome thou may'st the sorceress note, 
'Mid crowds, and gems, and light, and music rare; 
Visions poetic, round her proud throne float. 
Fanning with Iris wing, her bosom fair. 
No sight of care, no sound howe'er remote. 
May e'er invade that scene of baseless joy; 
Each heart beguiled, to future pains devote. 
Bounds to their Syren-Queen's false prophecy. 
Bidding each warning thought to sullen Lethe hie. 
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•*0 trust her not, my son!— if such thy guide. 
Thy transient path may lay thro' Eden's bowers* 
Smoothly awhile those early tlays may glide; 
But Time's sure grasp will witlier all the flowers, 
Which round thy brow her wanton hands have tied: 
At his approach, her phantom form will fade. 
And left alone each rising storm to bide, 
Thy trusting soul shall own itself betray'd. 
And call, alas! too late, on Truth and Reason'i aid.-— 

*'See! how she points to where a shining heap 
Of gold, and costly robes, and jewels shine! 

Kow springing on, she leads to Fame's bright steep. 
And proffers Glory's wreath, a meed divine! 
There, shews thee sacred bliss, where Passions sleep. 
And nought is waking but the heart's best glow. 
The Lover's, Husband's, Father's fondness deep. 
With each delight man's varied duties know; 
All these, in empty boast, she offers to bestow. 
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''But trust her not: if such thy vain belief. 
Sad disappointment for thy portion waits: 
Man's cheoquer'd lot hath little joy, much |^ie^ 
And keen Despair will rend whom Hope elates. 
As sure as Autumn's blast doth sear the leaf. 
Do youth's gay wanderings end in darkest shade. 
Unless from Fancy's guidance, false as briei^ 
He timely turn, and seek that steadfast maid 
By whose unbending arm, the frailest form is staid. 

'<My son, why hangs thy g^ze on that &ir sprite 
Which now the syren to thy yiew displays? 
She seems to thee, the angel pure and bright. 
Of faithful love, ordain'd to bless thy days: 
But Vanity her name; no falser wight 
Roams o'er the world: in artful mask she goes; 
Love's self she seems, so ably is the dight. 
So well her painted cheek can mock its rose, 
So cunningly her baud the shadowing mantle throws. 
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*'Hark to her voice, how sweet is its behest! 
List to her si^hs, how tenderly they flow: 
Who would not think they rose from Love's own breast? 
(Alas! can ear untaught, the difPrence know?) 
But O beware! if to thy bosom pressed. 
The wily fiend will warble witching lay; 
Then while her faithless beauties are caressed^ 
With iron fang will tear thy heart away. 
And on its quiv'ring flesh, and gushing life's-blood pTtf* 

**Hence Fancy then, with all thy dangerous crew! 
Turn thee, my son, at Reason's sober voice.— 
Tho' all alone she stands before thy view. 
Pause not, but on the maid affix thy choice. 
The closer seen, the fairer is her hue. 
No cloud deforms her brow, nor dims her eye; 
The morning sun that dries up nature's dew. 
Bids not so soon each wildering vapour fly. 
Or shines with steadier light, or nobler brilliancy! 
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** Slow and august her step; with look serene, 
Safe will she lead thee thro' each dark defile; 
Her powerful band will smooth the way between^ 
Her holy converse rap thy soul the while; 
Secure on her thy trusting heaK may lean, 
Tho' dark and difficult the steep may frown; 
She ne'er will guide where foot hath never been, 
But o'er a well-tried track will lead thee down. 
Till home, and rest, and peace, your mutual labours crown! 

**To mock reality with fatal shews. 
No wand she holds, changing foul object fair; 
Still will her faithful voice each ill disclose. 
Teaching thee what to shun and what to dare: 
She will not lull tliee to unsafe repose 
On top of sea-beat rock, or Etna dire. 
Nor urge thee naked on, thro' Lapland's snows. 
Nor bid thee like Asbestos tempt the fire: 
Now, wUl she bid thee yield, now resolute aspire. 
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'Tear not that Grace and Joy will fly the maid; 
Where Grace and Joy in union just are found. 
Her gracious smiles their sacred charm will aid, 
A.nd spread full certainty o'er all around. 
(Ah! how unlike wild Fancy's masquerade!) 
Should lovely forms in her calm track appear. 
Shun not the hliss they g'ive, nor think 'twill fade; 
Yield to the influence blest; and led by her, 
Besign thy happy heart uncheck'd by doubt or fear. 

'*Haply the path she leads, may seem less gay. 
The groves Jess green, than Fancy's gaudy road. 
And thy companions on the checquer'd way. 
Less like the guests of some divine abode; 
But changeless truth will every scene array. 
And as the vista opens on thine eye. 
Nobler will grow the scene, and fuU-orb'd day 
-Will help thy weaker vision to dcscrj' 

Thy earthly journey's goal, e'en in the eternal sky! 
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'^Chuse then, mj 8onl w fatal, gay deceit; 
Or graver Truth, with safe but serious speech- 
His young eye lingers on that beauteous cheat; 
O vainly then doth sad Experience pfeaoh! 
But now his eye is tura'd that glance to meet. 
Which none can see without conviction blest:— 
See! now he rushes to her virgin feet. 
On her alone, his virtuous wishes rest. 
He hails her as bis g^de^ she cUsps him to her breast!'* 

Slow coursed the tears adown the si^'s &ce. 
As from his heart fled keen Suspense's pang. 
Majestic Reason smil'd with soften'd grace. 
And listening angels g^tulation sang: 
But still one task remain'd; youth's choice to place 
On fit companion, by whose linked side 
Unwearied still, his lab'ring foot might trace 
Each devious track where led their placid g^ide; 
Whose love should be his joy, whose virtues rate, his pride. 
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For this, two lovely candidates were nigh; ^ 
So lovely both, that neither seemed most fair. 
Or if indeed yott might advantage spy, 
^was where Youth wbhed that all perfection were. 
Experience mark'd with many a boding sigh. 
That ardent g^ze which spoke the kindling heart; 
On Friendship's form he fix*d his judging eye. 
But fervid Youth, struck by a viewless dart, 
Look'd upon Love alone, nor saw pale Reason start. 

So warm his gaze, that bashfu] Love away 
Turn'd her fair head, and gently mov'd asidet 
While as she mov'd, a stripling slight and gay, 
Swiftly before her steps was seen to glide: 
At his approach, the blood with stronger tide 
Rush'd thro' the veins of youth, and fir'd his cheek; 
Forgot at once his teacher and his guide. 
He long'd that urchin's winning power to seek. 
And thra' his witching lips to Love enamour'd speak. 
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Who knows not Hope? around whose childish brow 
The rainbow-tinted halo lightly plays, 
And bright reflected from that forehead's snow. 
In changeful colour sheds its cheerful blaze? 
On his fresh cheek the rose eternal stays, 
Beneath his foot the g^rass and flow'rets rise; 
Still BB he waves his wand, with blest amaze 
The rapt eye sees new earth, new seas, new skies, 
While on the listenm^ ear swell all heaven'^* harmonies! 

On went th^ boy, creating as he flew, 
" Bright forms that burst like hubbies into air. 
But as they vanish'd all, he others drew. 
And smil'd and deem'd them permanent as fair: 
Yet vain and fleeting still, these objects were. 
And the tir'd sight at ieng^ would look no more; 
Youth gazed awhile, then sought that vision rare. 
Whom Hope as sweet precursor flew before: 
8h^ comes! the goddess comes! all ruder themes be o'er! 
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Ahl dangerous Love! what mortal hind amy dare. 
That form dmiie» in earthly verse to shew? 
Impreji^ate with her sighs, the perfiun'd air 

Breathes of their sweetness, and with sudden glow. 
Like southern sunM&ers bum; red roses blow 
'Mid brier and willow, 'mongst her golden hair: 
Her bashittl looks oft seek the earth below, 
While thro' her Tirgin cheek and bosom fair. 
The flash of frequent blush, speaks softest wishes there!. 

Clad in tansparent robe of spotless white. 
That close from head to foot around her winds. 
Fain would she veil her beauties from the sight, 
But virtuous Love no sheltering mantle finds; 
E'en her own erring hand the robe unbinds. 
And thro' the texture tiiin, howe'er con^ress'd. 
Her blushing form the hardy ga«er blinds. 
Confiis'd and frighted oft, she st(^ distress'd. 
Then screens with modest hand^ her white and panting 
breast 
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Her eyes are tearful, yet like April's sun 
That now in clouds, and now in brightness moves. 
They make all lovely tliat they look upon; 
Soft is their tender ligfht, as gentle doves. 
Or like the pensive star by which «he roves; 
But still they rest not, and their swift glance flies 
From past to future; now the past it loves. 
And now the distant prospects that arise 
Glad in eternal beams 'mid Expectation's skies! 

Sometimes all sad and slow and faint she walks; 
Sometimes witt^ flying foot outstrips the gale; 
Now to a thousand echoes wildly talks; 
Now listens mute to her own nightingale: 
Now is her cheek with fear or sorrow pale; 
Then flushed with joy, or dark with jealous throe; 
Now gay she sings, and now with thrilling wail 
Tears off her rosy wreath, and with the bough 
Of cypress, droppuig tears, like maniac wraps her brow. 
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Behind came Constancy in modest guise. 
With g'arment strong, that closely girt her round; 
Unchanging blue it was, like her bright eyes. 
Which fix*d intently on remotest ground. 
Nor turn'd at rudest shock, nor soothest sound: 
Onward she went, unheeding of the way, 
Tho* o'er her head by purple amaranth crown'd. 
Or fierce suns darted their unnerving ray. 
Or piercing sleet hail'd down, or lightnings 'gan to play. 

All haste, all transport, as the pageant passed. 
Youth sprang with eag^r grasp fair love to seize. 
But sudden stopp'd, as on the rising blast. 
Came sound of voice like clear September's breeze. 
That freshly-sweeping o'er the dew-bright trees. 
New-strings each slacken'd nerve, and gl^uls the sense. 
Still as' it nearer drew, by sweet degrees 
Astonished youth felt its blest influence. 
And wonder'd what the sound, and where, and whence? 
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Mounting with springing step the broad ascent, 
A buoyant form of matchless shape he spied. 
Attired like one whose ardent soul is bent 
To win in fleetest race by Glory's side. 
Flinging its changeless splendor far and wide, 
From his, bright forehead flamed the polar star. 
Thro' his clear cheek the ruby-tinctur'd tide 
Shone with a healthful glow; while on the air. 
Back from his radient eyes was blown the clustVing hair« 

Simple his robe, not fashion'd to conceal. 
But worn for decent and convenient shade: 
Still as its folds were stirred, the winds reveal 
The ample chest 'neath which his heart was laid; 
There dwelt that heart all fearlessly displaycid, 
(So clear and fine the covering flesh was spread.) 
Its pulse beat strong and equal, unbet>ayed 
By aught of mortal mould, to coward dread; 
And so with warmth it glow'd, that Aeat and light it shed* 
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Skilled was the heroic youth, in storied lore. 
And well he knew to charm both soul and ear: 
Oft would he tell of lofty days of yore. 
Till every listener's bosom thrill'd to hear. 
And trembled in each eye the enthusiast's tear; 
Then brave souls kindled at his gen'rous fire; 
Or longed to guide the prow, or wield the spear. 
Or strike with prophet hand the epic lyre. 
Thus did his rhetoric high, the varied wish inspire! 

If death to dare for virtuous Freedom's sake, 
He sought to animate same youthful breast, 
Not trumpet-sound like his clear voice could wake 
The patriot ardour from inglorious rests 
And if V comfort one by grief oppressed. 
That touc^ng voice were tuned to sooth and calm. 
Not Heaven'sywn dew o'er Araby the blest. 
Steals softer doVn, or sheds a sweeter balm. 
Or e'er o'er tranced s^snse in gentler motion swam. 
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What the' no meftsur'd lay he fctiew to fram^ 
Nor touch'd with artful hand the lyric ttrings. 
Whene'er he soaght to kindle love of Fame, 
Likjg morning's lat^ kMid«warhling where she spring^ 
That as she higher soars, still sweeter st!^. 
Still loftier towered his eloqnencfe on high. 
As nobler theme esaayM its eagle whigs; 
Still deeper gloWd his cheek, more brigbt his eye. 
And richer ftow'd his voice like seraph minstrelsy. 

With such companion, who wpold fear to go 

Thro' every change of Hfe^s ui^rtain scene? 
His glowing heart would kindly warmth bealow. 
When wintry blasts were howling bleak and keen: 
When daik the' path, with its all-piercing sheeri 
His forehead's star would deepest glooms dispel; 
When toilsome g^wn, his faithful arms between. 
The weary soul might blest and safely dwell. 
Listing his converse rich, like poets' varied shell. 
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Light-yaultingp now he ^ined the risings hill. 
And fix'd on doubtful Touth his gracious eye; 
Close by his foot there flow'd a crystal rill, 

. That fair reflected all his symmetry! 
E*en as he spoke an echo answer'd nigh; 
And at his. breathing pure, thick myrtles round 
With livelier verdure shot their branches high; 
He smil'd, and Youth's warm heart, with stronger bound* 
Beat rapturous in his breast, and own'd it holy ground. 

Friendship, the noble prompter of all good. 

The rai*e reward of virtuous life below, 
. Now for acceptance meet, before him stood. 

And Love was there, to boast her rival glow. 

But could Love's power such high renown bestow 

Could Love's wieak voice, thus prompt to godlike deed? 

Could Love's frail arm avert each hostile blow. 

Or in the brave defence devoted bleed? 
And ah! did even Love, bright Friendship's charms exceed? 
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'thus mUs'd fond Youth, while Love at distance kept. 
But as the Beauty swiftly closer drew, 
A cloud of fragrance o'er his senses swept. 
So sense-o erpowering, that Reason flew. 
And swooning, vanished for awhile from view; 
But soon revived, she caught his hand aside. 

And while her sheltering arm she round him threw. 
Thus earnest said, "O hear thy chosen guide! 

E^e to companion wrong, thy erring soul be tied. 

'1 own Love fair, delightful too as fair; 
And might we trust, no mate so dear or meet; 
But oft she shrinks £.*om the world's searching air. 
And backward oft returns with truant feet. 
If still she mov'd with her associates sweet. 

Then were Life's pilg^imagfe a progress gay: 
' But Hope too frequent seeks some new retreat. 

And Love leaves Constancy upon the way; 
Then Lightness or Despair h«r altered bosom sway. 
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*<Bat Friendship with iminorUl vigour glows. 
Nor sun can scorch, nor blast despoil his bloom; 
Bj him he loves, with the same step he goes. 
To Honour's throne, or dark Oblivion's tomb, 
(Willing to share his joy, or cheer his gloom.) 
Nor road can tire^ nor thick'ning fogs confuse; 
And if to trial sharp the gods should doom 
Him best-belov'd, 'twist life and truth to choose. 
Friendship iprould nobly teach that cherish'd life to lose*" 

'friendship be then my choice!" was Youth's reply. 
While quick averted from Love's madd'ning sight, 
Disorder'd, struggling, sad, his trembling eye, 
Shut out her dangerous image with the light: 
Yet tears triumphant wasb'd bis aspect bright. 
As Friendship lock'd him in a rapt embracei 
Mild Rcastti's voice put fbnd regret to flight; 
Experience blessed his son; and Friendship's face^ 
Effulgent with delight, spread sunshine o'er the plactf. 
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EPISTLE FROM YARICO TO INKLE. 

I 

TilOUy whom once this doating' heart addressed 

By every name Aifection^s lip hath blessed! 
What shall I call thee now? — what title find 
For him, most cruel, of a cruel kind?—- 
Tet what avails it? every name alike 
Thy callous ear from Yarlco would strike. — 
Think not, thou merciless! tliat weakly true 

1 come a suppliant at thy feet to sue. 

And wildly hoping bliss, where horror lies. 
Kneel for the worthless heart I now despise: 
No! that false happiness so prized before, 
T(/ this lost bosom can return no more; 
Thy hand haih rifled thence eacii sweet belief 
Which once could shed a balm o'er every ^ief; 
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For 'tis not happiness, unless we proye 

An equal share of confidence and love^ 

And 'tis not love that riots in each vein. 

Fires the wild eye, and mads the burning' brain. 

When still we pant for what we disapprove. 

And spite of scorn or indignation, love! — 

Wrapt in thine arms, my loathing soul would turn. 

The warm embrace (ah, well ren^ember'd!) spurn; 

Shrink from the sofl caress, and bid thee ^y 

Far from my path of life, and shuddering eye. — 

Fear, fear not then, a supplicating strain, 

Dread but the voice of cver-during pain. 

And learn that tales alone of hopeless woe. 

Are all thou e'er shalt hear from Yarico. — 

Oh! n^ay her pictur'd gi'ief, thy conscience wake, 

And other hearts be spar'd, for her sad sake. — 

Cheat not thyself, false man! nor deem at rest 

TIte shame, the anguish of my tortui^ed breast; 
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Tho* lov*d not now, those days in which I proved. 
To sweetest transport, how thou wast beloved; 
Those days whert all the world seem'd good and fair. 
And my young heart ne'er heard the name of care, 

When all was blissful, — ^ah! then thou wast true, 

j And scenes celestial opened on my view; 

I Those days, like spectres, haunt my frantic mind. 

Peace, Joy, are o'er, e'en Hope itself resign'd; 

Nor Past nor Future cast one gleam of light 

Thro' this long vista of eternal night. — 

iTKe Present! Shame and Sorrow crowd the hour; 

Insult and toil my wasting life devour; 

A slave I labour, by the harsh decree 

Of selfish power, and thy base perfidy: 

Denied the wretches oAly bliss to know. 

Of lonely nursing life-consuming woe; — 

Par from my kindred and my peaceful home. 

No more thro* sheltering woods, at will to roam; 
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No more, when rais'd in grief my tearful eye, 
To me«^t the g-lance of pitying sympathy; 
Nor more the human voice, alas! to hear. 
Save in the tones of fury or of fear.— 
Thus didst thou first behold the Indian move 
Thro' her blest circle of command and love. 
Where all admired, and all were prompt to go. 
E'en at the slightest nod from Yarico?— 
The stateliest chief, whose feather'd shafts had flown 
'Mid every fight dur country's woods have known, 
Pleas'd to obey, and proud to win a smile, 
Joyful, for me would court the hardest toiL 
My young companions, in the evening hour. 
With rival care would dress my summer bower; 
Now weave dew-dropping gtarlands for my hair. 
Now cool with waving leaves, the sultry air, _ 

And while each anxious maid assiduous strove, 
Ask'd but the kindly shew of grateful love.-^ 
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With endless gifts my sparry grot was spread. 

Shells for my neck, and coral for my head. 

And furs to clothe my limbs, or shade my bed. 

Where'er I went, or Love's or Friendship's eye 

Still met my happy glance in fond reply; 

Caress'd by all, my orphan state forgot, 

I lived to honour, and to bless my lot. 

What, tho' in am'rous crowds the warrior^ame 

Eager to breathe their emulative flame. 

Nor keen reproach, nor wild complaint they made. 

Since none could chide, where all were unhetrayed: 

They lov'd, they su'd, they wept, but could not blame. 

For Truth still shone round my unsullied name* — 

They prais'd my ebon tresses, braided wreath. 

The flashing brightness of my snowy teeth; 

Mine eyes that told whate'er their mistress felt. 
Where still the trusting heart unguarded dwelt; 
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My frequent blush, which, like the clear moon-ligbt^ 
(Full breaking on the darkness of the night,) 
Threw o'er my dusky cheek, a lustre bright.— 
Vain iheir applause, their tears, their presents vain; 
I shunn'd their homage, tho' I moum'd their pain. 
My heart, alas! predoom'd by heaven's decree, 
To bitterest pangs, was all reserved for thee. — 

Ah, can I e'fir that blissful hour forget 

^ t 
' When first in leafy solitudes we met! 

I^ft by strange chance upon our unknown coast. 

All hope of freedom^ as of country, lost. 

Thy weary limbs beneath the forest's shade. 

Fainting and sad, in languid grace were laidr— 

Breathless I paus'd, I gaz'd with wild surprise; 

Then met the noble pleading of thine eyes: 

Heaven now seemed open*d on my ravish'd sight. 

And manly beauty dazzled like the light! 

Ah, cruel! fix)m that fatal time, each thought. 

Each aim, each act, thy single safety sought: 
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Trembling I led thee to my grot profound; 1 

Where balmy flowers»f resh-gather'd, strew'd the ground, > 

And cooling waters flow'd trith lulling sound; J 

Where countless nightingales the whole night long, 
Pour'd to the listening moon their melting song; 
Where the tall cedar wav'dits shadowing head. 
And screen'd with pierceless roof thy mossy bed; 
There sunk in sleep, and cradled in mine arms, 
Secure thy form i^epos'd, remote from harms« — 
When sick and sad, I nurs'd thee with such lovei 
As mothers for their dying infants prove.^— 
The sounding quiver at ray shoulders worn. 
Not for fierce sport, but mere defence was borne. 
My thoughts revolting turned from death and bloody 
Yet soon I courted both, to find thee food:— 
For thee I leam'd thro' trackless woods to go, 
Arm'd with the hunter's spear, or archer's bow; — 
For tliee I brav'd the fury of my race. 
And sought concealment's dark and dangerous ways; 
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For thee, to ceaseless care my youth consig^'d, 

I 

_ I 

To hope, to fear, to keen suspense my mind. — 
Still thro' the day, upon the sandy plain ^ 

I watched with aching* eyes the heaving main. 
If haply, distant sail they might descry. 
Which hail'd, might bring thee liberty and joy: 
At night, to sweet retirement all devote. 
Panting I led thee from my glittering grot. 
And while fast lock'd in sleep, all others lay. 

With thee I went thro' moon-light bowers to stray; 

« 

There by thy skilful art divinely strung, ! 

A shell became melodious as thy tongue, ^ 

And sounds more strangely sweet, more soft and low^ I 

Than southern winds, o'er beds of flowers that blow, 
Mix'd their rich strains 'mid savage solitudes. 
With fall of waters, and with whispering woods.— 
Now loitering on the boundless ocean's shore. 
While sooth'd I listen'dto its solemn roar. 
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The sandy beach before my ravish'd sij^hty 

Grew into scenes of wonder and delight; 

Trac'd by thy hand, I saw, with rapt surprise. 

Towns, castles, fleets, in g^y succession rise; 

And ah! how bright that smiling dome it drew. 

Where first thy life the bliss of being knew! 

Well did my doting heart its features learn. 

Each favorite spot, eac^ chosen haunt discern. — 

The trees that wav'd around thy tranquil home. 

The glens, the g^ves, where thou wast wont to roam. 

The crystal stream that had reflected thee. 

The walls that sheltered, all were dear to me: 

I joy'd to learn each scene, each prospect dear; 

And still the theme was music to mine ear; 

For there I hop'd to spend my blissful life. 

Thy docile pupil, and exulting wife.— 

Oh! think not then, its social groups had moved. 

Or pictured wonders, if 1 less had loved: 
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The wildest hut, the rudest den, with thee. 

The very caverns of the soundless sea. 

With life and light, were Paradise to me! 

Thus, hadst thou blush'd in polish'd crowds to show 

The poor untaught, the jetty Yarico, 

Content with thee, her willing steps had g^ne 

Where'er thy fate had led, or fancy flown; 

Her world, thy single self; her happiness. 

Thy bliss secur'd, thy life, thy tenderness! — 

When liove thy tongue had learn'd, and taught my heart 

To catch instinctive what thou wouldst impart. 

What wonders didst thou open on my mind. 

How grew my soul like thine, inform'd, refin'd! 

How did I gaze on earth and sea and sky. 

With thouB^hts unknown before, and ravish'd eye! 

That moon, those stars, which once I lightly deem*d 

But gems, that on Night's forehead gaily beam'd. 

Now roU'd in glorious systems o'er my head. 

And fill'd my bosom with religious dread. 
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Then, with a seraph's zeal, and angel's speech. 
Still would thy lips the Great Eternal teach; 
His power, his wisdom, majesty, and love, ' 
His wondrous laws on earth, his bliss above: 
Entranc'd I heard, alas! and almost thought 
In him that spoke, I saw the God he taught— 
O monstrous, strange, and foul depravity. 
To know the best, yet chuse the worst to be! — 
Could all thy radiant virtues then be feign'd? 
Or since, hath guilt thy bosom's empire gain'd? 
Chj^iged from fond love, to loathing or to hate, 
Thy views have varied with thy altered state: 
I Wafted too soop to scenes of polished ease. 

Where health and safety breathed in every breeze. 
That sure protection, and that love Ho more 
Were sought or needed as in days before; 
From other sources flowed enjojrment's tide, 
And she, now useless grown, was cast aside. — 
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fool! to trust to words, or think the face 

(Where Groodness seemed to wear the dress of Grace) 
Was bond enough for faith! O fool, to read 
Mere sense of right, for virtue's actual deed! 
Weak wrench! to think his worth and love secure. 
Whose selfish fteling made such honour sure; 
When no temptation rose, no danger lay,- 
Save in base wandering from the faithful way! 
Alas! by circumstance is virtue tried;— 
Proof, proof alone, should be Affection's guide. 

1 had not learnt in those untutor'd days. 

Such bitter lore, nor trod deception's maze. 
I thought thee all perfection, found thee kind. 
Nor knew guilt's lurking seed in man to find; 
Cold selfishness, which, like the deadly tree. 

Poisons all things in its vicinity. 

Heavens! had a sordid interest power to move? 

Or did thy breast no longer glow with love! 
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Had niy prais'd beauties lost with time their charms? 
Or love been surfeited in love's true arms?— 
Thy sex by art and calculation won, 
From truth and humbleness, disdainful run:^ — 
Yes! when we love too well, with careless ease 
Oar dearest aim we lose, the power to please; 
!,Fond and bewilder'd, all around us seems 
Like things unreal, strange, fantastic dreams; 
We dread to fail where most we would succeed. 
And when we fear, alas, we fail indeed! — 
Thus haply ruined by my love's excess. 
Thou more hadst priz'd, if I had worshipped less. 
Yet, when did look or speech of thine declare. 
That I no longer to thy sense was fair?— 
Each day that fled, by new endearments filled. 
With livelier confidence my bosom thrilled; 
Thy passion spoke in sighs, and on thy tongue 
Still bliss and gratitude enamoured hung. 



/ 
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O! there are hours, which when by thought renewed. 
Leave all my soul to tenderness subdued. 
In haste from later scenes I turn mine eye. 
Leap their dark gulph, and spring again to joy! 
How could I doubt that flush of raptured red 
Which o'er thy face expressive beauty spread; 
That pulse which throbbed all visible and high, 
At my admiring glance, or tender sigh! 
O! who that had that gracious aspect seen. 
Had guessed a vain and selfish soul within? — 

Those gentle eyes with thought and sweetness filled. 
That voice whose tones e'en Careless hearers thrilled. 
That finished form, whose very turn defined 
The graceful movements of a polish'd mind; 

Were these so soon to blast my startled eye 

With words and looks of thankless apathy! — 
All on that altered brow was stern and chill. 
All in that ruthless bosom, cold and still. 



KPISTLE FROM TAKICO TO INTKXE. 115 

When on Barbadoes' shore, thy mandate gave 

The trusting Indian to a living grave.— 

, moment of despair! my ear received 
I 
The sound, but not the sense at first believed; 

Till scared by frightfiil men, who rudely grasped 

That tender waist which oft thine arms had clasped, 

I shrieked, I flew, I sought thy well-known breast. 

And looked at once for safety and for rest. 

O dire remembrance! from thy bosom cast. 

Again before my sight wild phrenzy past. 

Booted I stood my dreadful doom to hear. 

No breath my pale lips gave, mine eyes no tear; 

Still silence reigned, and thy departing step 

Roused my lost spivit from its torpid sleep; 

Then, my wild cry resounded thro' the air; 

It called thee not, to pity, or to spare. 
No, 'twas the cry of madness and despair. 
Cureless the wound thy murderous hand had given. 
Thou couldst not close the heart that stroke had riven; 
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No confidence again my soul could prove. 
No pride, no self-approof, no doting" love!— 
He who alone the hearts of mortals reads. 
Repentance may receive in place of deeds; 

He, only he, with certain trust may rest 
On the frail sinner's late-repenting breastj^ 
Man's finite soul may only pardon ^ive» 
But never bid lost confidence revive* 
Then vain the hope that e'er this breast shall know 
Again transporting love's life-brightening glow! 
Vain the fond dream, that happiness will com* 
Once more to seek with me her earthly home! 
No, tho' with tears the deed thou shouldst deplore^ 
I ne'er could trust, and ne'er believe thee more»— 
Broke the fond spell that deified thy worth. 
Sunk is my idol to the humbling earth! 
Ah, what a blot on Nature's beauteous face 
Was deep imprinted by thy foul disgrace! 
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Objects that once were fair, now threat'ning seem 
With strange deceit, and monstrous change to teem; 
All that was lovely, noble, wise, and kind. 
Summed up to me, appeared in the refin'd; 
But thou art fallen! passed like a meteor light. 
Which for a moment shot athwart the night; 
All then, in Virtue's, as in Beauty's world. 
Is now with thee to dark oblivion hurl'd.; — 
Then fare thee well, vain world! vain hope! vain joy! 
Tour shades no more my struggling thoughts employ: 
O let me strive to think of transports still! 
But such alone as saints and angels fill! 
What tho' my heart be shut by dire despair 
'Gainst each emotion sweet, or object fair; 
Tho' tears of blood I weep, and see alone. 
One dismal pall o'er all creation thrown. 
Yet may I catch at times a glimpse of Heaven, 
(Thy cruel deed forgotten, or forgiven.) 
Assured, that tho' from earthly comfort driven, 
L 2 
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I soon shall taste in yonder realm above^ 
Such bliss as mocked me in a mortal's love; 
At once the gates of Eden and the tomb 
Shall be unlock, whose warning accents come 
Now on ntiine ear; thou angel stem of death! 
I hear thy voice, I feel thy withering breath! 
Awful indeed thou art, but thou wilt bear 

This outraged spirit from its load of caie; 
A moment's pang, an instant's frightful dieam. 
And I shall wjike in Heaven's unclouded beam* 
Brink from the living fount perpetual jaj. 
And Time's brief woes forget in long Eternity!— 
Take then, my last forewell! O thou idiom yet 
Tho' changed to ill, I never can forget! 
Plunged in gay crowds, or lonely in the shad^ 
Still be my wrongs by Memory's hand poartrayed! 
May every toar thou seest, each mournful tone. 
Seem my far sadder tear, and deeper groan! 
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If ay every look that would affection speak. 
Chill pleasure's i-ose upon thy faithless cheek! 
^ And each dark grave near which thy footsteps tread, 
I Shew thee poor Yarico's last, earthly bed! — 
Ah! not for vengeance doth this prayer ascend 
To him, the orphan's sire, the stranger's friend! 
No; when remorse, to blest repentance changed. 
Restores to Heaven thy soul, now lost, estranged. 
When thou with tears hast sought the throne of Grace, 
And found its mercy every stain eiface; 
Then may thy days unclouded sunshine know. 
And brighter worth from Christian sorrow flow! 
May many a wretdi from ruin snatch'd by thee. 
Atone for all thy injuries to me! 
And when thy life hath touch'd its destined line, 
6 may my soul rejoice in Heaven with thine! 
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wsxTTXir iH TEX sumciB or 1808. 



[tt ii poariUe Hiat some of my lenders may have met with theie neraei » | 
Spanish, and may diefefoK pronowiee the original writer a plagiarist* 
She thinks it right to mention, that soon after tbey were writtoi, she 
gaye them in MS. to Sir Thomas Dyer, duougfa whmn they became 
known to many persons; they were afterwards tra n s h ted, uid set ta , 
music by the Spanish Genend Mflvetti] 



Wake, Spaniards, wake! or Freedom falls!— 
On you, your country's Genius calls; 
Her cries are heard from Madrid's walls. 
Mourning 3rour doom oi SlaYery.— 

Rouse each }x>ld heart! nerve each strong arm! 
Let patriot fire your bosoms warm; 
Be War's fierce voice like Music^s charm. 
When raised for godlike Liberty! 
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O! call to mind, those days of yore. 
When Glory's hand your standard bore 
O^er Gtiadalhara's* steepy shore. 

Mid bands of dauntless chivalry! — 

On« gallant men! assert your cause. 

Armed for your faith, yourrig^hts, your laws; 

I In vain the foe his faulchion draws, 

I Threatening a bloody riyalry: 

I What, tho' from.every gushing vein 
Toitf life's^laod float each battle-plaint 
1 1\ still the glorious fight maintain. 
And snatch bright Immortality!—- 
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« 

Lo! host of anxious angels lean 
From Heaven, to view the awful scenes 
While crowns of Eden's deathless green. 
They grasp for righteous Victory. — 

Then haste on wing^ of triumph move! 
Wave your bright swords! those swords shall prove 
Avenging lightijang from above, 
Blasting the brow of Tyranny! 
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STAELy AFD 4f9M "PSTCHl" OF THE LATB MBS. BEJfBT 
TI6HE, OF ROSAmrA. 

Magic omnipotent! resistless power 

Of Genius, seraph-lipp'd! how doth thy force 

Seize the most fixed soul, and bear it on 

Thro* every change of passion, pain, or joy! — 

How mighty is thy swayl how wide its range! 

How varied, e'en in uniform desig^! — 

Lo! now thro' different lips, thy voice inspired. 

Speaks to my heart; transports, depresses, fills!— 

In rapt amazement lost, the same fond theme 

Wondering I hear, and mark how different each!— 

Methinks from deep shades, swells th' ^olian lyre; 
While from some twilight grove, soft Philomel 

Wai'bles her rival song.— Hark to the strains!— 
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That magic instrument which Heaven's own breath 

Wakes to mysterious music, that sweet harp. 

Low to the breeze in dying languor sighs! 

Now louder roused, rings like the trumpet's blast 

To Glory calling!— -next, with temp'raR swell. 

Gentle, and soft, and calm, in lulling tone. 

Spreads rest and tender bliss o'er all things round. 

Tuning the mind to dreams of holy peace. — 

Now, whispering voices liklTthe heavenly «choir. 

Scarce breathed, scarce heard, suspend my thrilling heart: 

Then moanings, as of melancholy shades. 

Chill Rapture's pulse. — Anon, from yon dark pass, 

Rusheth the wind, and borne on wailing wing. 

With piercing blast of sound, sweeps all the strings 

In Phrensy's sudden shriek, or demon's yell: 

Now resting on one deep and dismal note, 

Continuous, strange, and wild, it loads the ear 

With loud lament of hopeless, fixed deilpair. — 

THie strain is o'er! — ^mute now, the mystic breath!— 
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Sadness and stillness reign; alone disturbed 

By the heat^^ppitings;-— ceased!— in silence fix'd!-^ 



Ah, sounds divine! whence flow ye? from yon copse* 
Steal on the depth of nig^ht, melodious si^hs 
From Love's own bosom heaved: the warbled lay. 
First softly wooing, then lamenting* sad. 
Now trembling with delight, with hope, half bliss# 
With dear persuasion of partaken joy. 
Soars and descends by turns: all nature melts 
To softer charm, beneath its influence pure; 
With tenderer light, looks down the pensive moon; 
With gentler murmur glide the silver stieams; 
More balmy breathe the flowers; and stiller stand 
The listening trees; tlie human breast overflows 
With holy rapture; virtue, love, and joy 
All swell together, till in tears dissolved, 
' The sweet emotions find their happy way.-^ 
Nightingale of Rosanna! thou art gone! 
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Snatched 'mid thy tuneful life, to sing* above! — 
Earth's guilty echoes, dared not answer thee; 

r 

(Echoes, so oft devote to Passion's voice. 
Tuneful indeed, but lawless, and profane.) 
Wondering ve saw the stream o'erflowing Love, 
Yet pure from mortal dross; as tho' it well'd 
Strait from the fount of Heaven! — ah, sure it did! 
A.ndto that sacred source hath back returned. — 
How happy they, who 'mid thy native shades 
Roved near thee ever, and with tranced ear 
Or heard thy liquid notes thro' joyous day. 
Mixed, (still pre-eminent,) with Nature's band 
Of varied minstrels; or with deeper draught. 
Drank their rich nectar 'mid the lonely scenes 
Of night and silence! happy they! whilst we 
(Thro' deep embowering woods, at distance far,) 
But heart tliee once, tho' never to forget! — 
And thou, O harp of strange and wondrous mould! 
Thou lyre JEolian! may the air that wakes 
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Again thy cords, come fraught with peace or joy! 

May never blast of madd*ning ang^sh shake 

Those chords; nor the life-with'ring sighs of grief. 

Nor blighted hopes, in sad yibration dwell 

Upon thy mournful stringy! when next they speak. 

May all blest Araby's innumerous sweets 

Hang on the breeze that sweeps them into sound! 

May breath of angels aid the blissiUl gale. 

And while thou warblest love, awake the soul 

To thought of Love's best world, the world of Heaven! 
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Health runs quick thro' Youth'i full veinsj 

Ag^ is weak and draught with pains: 

Youth's fresh cheek is smooth and red; 

Age's pale and withered: 

Youth's clear eyes are strong and bright; 

Age's dim as glimmering night: 

Youth is active, warm, and bold; 

Age is sluggish, tim'rous, cold: 

Youth of ardent hope is full; 

Age's hopes are few and dull: 

Youth with warm emotion glowsj 

Age's buricid is, in snows: 

Youth life's rarest joys would have? 

Age doth only ask a g^ave: 
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Shall we then ere Youth depart. 

From old Age abhorrent start? 

No: beneath a different light, 

Age will please, and Youth aiFright. — 

Youth, indeed, is strong and fair. 

And old Age worn with former care. 

But Age's passions all are still; 

While Youth's, sweet peace and reason kill: 

Age's heart is scooled to bear; 

Youth meets suffering with despair: 

Age in human frailty learned. 

Calm sees good to evil turned; ^ 

Youth expecting constancy, J^ 

Sees man change, with agony: 

Age by longing for the pyre. 

Tranquil views the world retire; 

Youth when exiled thence by woes. 

Loving and lamenting goes: 
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Age's heart is fixed on Heaven; 
Youth's to terrene objects given: 
^ Haste theD> Youth, unmoumed, away; 
Come Life's twilight clear, tho' grey! 

'Neath whose pure celestial shade 
Stars shine out, and earth-lights fade! 



AN ADDRESS. 

■4 
"•v 

It E Winds, Whose sounding pinions sweep 
The awful bosom of the deep. 

And every shore! 
Thou starry Heaven, whose sleepless eyes. 
This earth's remotest boundaries 

E'en now explore! 
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O tell me of some solitude^ 
In cavern deep, or desert rude^ 

Howe'er remote^ 
Some place where sound of human woe 
Ne'er comes to chill youth's bosom glow| 

rU bless the spot. ' 

O tell me, if such spot there be. 
And far from sad society. 

These feet shall haste; 
Eager to shun the sight of g^ief, 
(Since pity cannot yield relief,) 

My days 1*11 waste! — 

On sweep the blasts! yet Fancy's ear 
Catches at times thro' tempest drear. 
These accents stem. 
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•'Weak child of ignorance! refrain; 
Cease thus to urgfe a question vain; 
Listen and learn! 

"From pole to pole, where'er we fly, 
We see no shelter 'neath the sky. 

From human ill; 
Sorrow and Pain are Virtue's soil; 
Thus man is doom'd thro' life to toil. 

Unwearied still; 

"His task fulfilled, the fruit obtained. 
Bliss and a brig-ht reward are gained, 

Eternal both. 
Go! ask not then, yon starry sky 
For earthly spot from grief to hie, 

But nothing loth, 
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**Back to the world, and bravely dare 
Of g^ief and wrong', thy destined shares 

Resume life's load; 
IMourn not, but aid thy kindrefd dust. 
And for their final blessing, trust 

Safely, thy Godl" 



. ADDRESS 

TO THE BUST OF AN ABSENT BROTHER. 

TV^HILE thus around thy neck I throw 
My arms, and to my bosom press thee^ 

In vain I seek thy cheeks' warm glow. 
Or ask thy lips to smile and blcsg me! 
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O Brother dear! where, art thou now? 

Where doth the storm portentous, drive thee? 
Tom like a green leaf from the hough. 

Must war of all thy hopes deprive thee? 

Bright as thy goodness shone thy day* 

Love's fairest star its mom illuming. 
And rising Honour poured his ray 

O'er bowers in future blessings blooming: 

But now, with sudden clouds o'ercast. 
Thy path is doubtful, dark, and dreary; 

Driven by stem Power's resistless blast. 

Thou wanderest wild with none to cheer thee.* 

t 

O where are now thy Marie's smiles. 
Her fond, fond looks, her accents soothing; ^ 

Those tender cares, which care beguiles. 
The heart's oft-niffled pinions smoothing? j 
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Where is thy Mother's, Sisters' love? 

Alas! what doth it all avail thee.^ 
Far distant now, it cannot move. 

Save with new sorrow to assail thee: 

God's voice alone can still the storm 
Which on thy guiltless head is raining; 

O may his grace our hearts inform. 

With faith their failing hopes sustaining! 
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SOLITUDE, 

I 

Thro* balmy groves the yoang Pavonius rushes^ 
Parting" with wanton wing, tlieir foliage Ught^ , 

Beneath Sol's gaze awakening Flora blushes. 
And binds her radie'nt hair with wreaths as bright; 
Spring's sweetest breath the cheek of Nature flushes, 
While Love's own minstrel wooes the pitying night; 
At that blest sound, the Sphere's soft music hushes. 
They bend entranced tohear,from Heaven's steep heigbt-r 
How fair the scene, if to my bosom's measure. 
Some dear companion's breast responsive beat; 
If they, now far away, but shared my treasure 
Of wanderings wide and wild, and feeling^ sweet!-r 
But uh! I lonely rove, and lonely pleasure 
Suits not a heart, of social tlioughts the seatf 
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TO THE REGIMENT, 

OOlNO ON FOREIGir 8ERTICS. 

March on, in all your proud attirt^ 
Te blooming band, with souk of fire^ 
Te^ who to Glory^s wreath aspin^ 
On danger's height hung dreadfully) 

March on! marehon! inlongarraj^ 
With glittering arms, and banners gay. 
With plumes that on the breezes playi 
And music clashing martiallyl 

Strange joyance thro^ the gazing throng 
Te scatter, as ye pass along} 
They hear in your loud cymbal's song^ 
The glorious sound of yictoi7} 

N 
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They sec in all this gorgeous light 
Of steel, and gold, and trappings bright. 
Your glad return from conquering fight» 
And hail its prospect joyfully. 

Alas! thro* sad and blinding tean 
I sec you on your early bienn > 
That music, to my shuddering ears. 
Plays but your dirges dismally!— 

» 

To me, like yictima dressed ye goi 
For tho* in youthful strength ye glow. 
Still swift behind the pageant show. 
Death follows, pale, and silently. 

Some, shall the yellow plague destroy; 
Some, 'neath the stormy ocean lie; 
And some, on distant fields shall die. 
Or pine in sad captivity. — 
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Ah, blooming iMUid, like roses fair! 
Why must so soon War's stormy air 
Tour summer leaves and blossoms tear» 
Laying you low, eternally? 



SONNET. 
ON QUITTING THE COUNTRY. 

jl£ clouds, that borne upon the winged wind. 

In shapes fantastic, cross the setting sun! 

Te mountain streams, whose icy waters nm 

\sk leaf-strewn dells, unhaunted by mankind! 

Te spreading trees, in darkest umbrage joined* 

When I was wont the glare of mirth to shun! 

Ye nightingales, whose soft songs have b^^ 

When moonlight tipped the woods where ye were shrined! 
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I leave you all ! since duty bids me gp» 
Where I nor trees, nor moontain-streaiBa idiall seoi 
Nor hear the birds, nor mark the bright clouds fleei 
Where Nature never soothes the moomer^s woei 
But where cold Pleasure sees the sad tear flow, 
Tet never cares to ask how it should be? 



AN ABJURATION. 

O ROSE of Love! wouldst thou but last* 
Nor shed thy silken leaves so fast. 
No other flower of blooming pride^ 
That o'er life's desert scattered wide, 
Grows,hcre and there, at distance thrown. 
Would make, like the^ mau's care, itaqiwnl 
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His hand would rear« bis tieart would form 

Thy shelter irom each earthly storm; 

Blest by thy sweets, completely blest. 

No wish, no want could stir his breast; 

Vet then, perhaps, his erring mind 

Such fulness of content would find. 

That he'd forget a richer prize. 

The lasting Rose of Paradise. 

For this, 'tis wilPd that thou shouldst be, 

(And such thy charm might proyt to me!) 

But the fair creature of a day, 

Bud, bursty and bloom, then fade away.— 

O Rose of Love! wouldst thou but last, 

rd freely let the rifling blast 

Rend every other ftagrant flower 

That decks young Pleasure's fairy bower; 

Each laurel high, each olive green, 

"Which Fame and Friendship weafe between; 
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Each brilliant plant, (exotics rare!) 
Which Genius wills should biossoiii there: 
O! from them all» who would not part 
To wear thee ever in his heart?— 
But since 1 see that all around 
Thy fragile beauties strew the ground; 
That still the slightest breeze will rend, 
Tho' watchful tenderness defend; 
That on a single tempest's g^les. 
Thy balmy soul too oft exhalest 
O be thy fatal sweets unworn, / 
And Friendship's hardier plant, my breast adorn! 
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STANZAS 

TO A GLOW-WORM, 

WHICH WAS BIBCOYBBKS TW JL HESOl BT ▲ eXHTLBMAITf 
AHD aiYSK TO THB WBITSB. 

.Return, poor Glow-worm, to thy home! 

If thou thy home ma/st find again! 
And ah! I charge thee ne'er to roam 
Where stray the steps of cruel men.— 

On grassy bank, in lonely dell. 

Hang thou unseen, thine emerald lamp^ 

And never more man's wanderings tell 
Thro' tangled brake, or marshes damp? 
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For he will rudely seize thy light* 
And bear thee (ingrate!) far away. 

If chance no other star thro' ni^t 
Should kindly point a leading ray; 

And he will scan with curious eye^ 
The beauties of thy tortured form; 

Thoughtless, that e'en the wonn» the fly. 
Are each with tender instinct warm. 

Ah! get thee to thy home once more; 

I cannot hold thee thus unmovedj 
IFoT thou hast sure some little store 

Of friends that loye thee* friends belovedt 

Thy native realm of greenest grass. 
Thro' which thy greener lustre shot. 

Thy kindred stars of earth, alas! 
Are all 'too dear to be forgot; 
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Then thus fit>m my confining hand. 
Then thus from my tear-dropping eye« 

▲t Pit/s sofl but firm command, 
I bid thee go, and homewards hie.— 

So, oft in Summer's breezy nig-ht. 
When darkling, thro* the woods I stray^ 

May's I thou with sudden splendor bright. 
Illume, and g^ide my dubious way! 

So, oil may I, exulting view 

Thy fairy mooniig;hl's magic spell^ 
And hail with love and rapture due. 

The sh^ides wheM thou and Freedom dwell ! 
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SONNET. 

WBITTEir DrBINO SETEBE lUUTESS. 

GAT-FLOATiyG o*er the woods, whose orient trees 
Glow with the splendor of autumnal light, 
A rustic chorus loads the springing breezy 
And tells of active youths and joyance bright! 
To them. Time halts not in his onward flight. 
They mark not how he hastes, nor how delays; 
Tho' dark the prospect of their life's sad night. 
Health clears the sky where Hope expands her rays. 
For me, Elysium now would ispread in vain. 
Or dazzling visions rise, of bliss to come; 
To my sick gaze impervious vapours stain 
All cheerful fonns, and shew me but the tombs 
Alas! no hope may i^asted iife supply. 
In Joy's or Sorrow^s arms, alike I die! 
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A WISH. 

Grant me^ kind Heayen! to call mine own, 

A littk cottage, overgrown 
With honeysuckle and with rose; 

« 

In whose small garden, duly blows 
Carnations, lilies, jasmine spreading. 
And all the juicy fruits that redden: 
A cottage near a lane^ whose banks. 
Steep and romantic, equal ranks 
Of *higfa, umbrageous trees embower, 
(Sweet shelter from a transient shower!) 
Thick sown with violets, and made 
Of nightmgtdes theleaiy shade; 
Where I may walk in summer night 
■Thraugh breath of flowers, and soft moonlight! 
Let a clear spring refreshing run. 
Far frdm the hot glance of the sun. 



148 ▲ WISH. 

Beside my straw-roofed cot, whose willows 
May thickly sweep its mimiebillows^ 
Deep in some distant dell, retire 
The peaceful hamlet's ivied spire^ 
From which th« silver bells may of^ 
Ring- round their changes, sweet and sof^ 
O'er some wild conunon's calm expanse 
Where I rai^ht stray in musing trance.-^ 
Then add to this, a plenteous store 
Of ancient and of modern lore; 
A chosen friend witli whom to talk^ 
Or read, or guther flowers, or walk; 
Whose kind, approving looks might be 
My heaviest toil's o'erpaying fee^ 
To whom I dedicate my life, 
Either as sister, friend, or wife: 
O add but these, and thou canst grant 
Nought else that I f-bould wish or want 
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^ APPREHENSION. 



A.H present joy! shall I ever deplore thee? 

Vanishing scenes! shall no morrow restore ye? 

Trembling I taste of your quick-passing pleasures^ 

Fearful I gaze on your far-spreading treasures! 

E'en while my heart, purest rapture possessing* 

Beats with the sense of affection and blessing, 

B'en while each moment is marked by enjoying. 

Fear of the future that joy is alloying. 

^las! should ye pass, sweetest moments! for ever, 

And fetum to this now-happy bosom, oh never! 

Alas! should I e'er for those eyes vainly seeking. 

Which now to my soul are so tenderly speaking; 

For those voices beloved, whose kind music enthrals me^ 

Whose words still to friendship and confidence caU roe, 

O 
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Should I listen in vain — ^find delight but a vision, 

how could I bear the life-ending* transition? 

Yes, death — ^but I turn from the wretched foreboding; 
No more shall strange doubts my heart's treasure corroding. 

With thought of such sorrow as never may harm me. 

From bliss that is real and present alarm me. 

Then welcome again cheering hope and believing! 

1 yield to your call (tho* perhaps 'tis deceiving.) 
In the future I trust, without fear evanescent. 

And return with fond haste to the arms of the present. 
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AN ADDRESS 

WRITTEN DURING 81CKNESS. 

HEALTH! I ask thee not to shed 

Thy sunshine o'er my days; 

1 ask thee not my cheek to spread 

With thy vermilion blaze! 

The wasting form, the withering cheek. 

The dim and rayless eye, 
The voice that falters faint and weak. 

In sick despondency. 

The joyless heart, the blunted sense. 

The day of gnawing pain. 
The sleepless night's sad influence. 

Or dream of fever'd brain. 



1 
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These still be mine, if such the will 

Of Him who reigns above; 
But O! one last request fulfil. 

And bless the friend 1 love! 

Back to that g^raeious form restofe 

Its youthful sprii^ and grace. 
Let thy life-giving bipceze once more 

Each slacken'd Qbre brace! 

Bloom to the cheek, light to the eye. 

Let thy sweet breath impart; 
And give, O smiling deity! 

Thy buoyance to the heart. 

So shall the noblest mortal form. 

The aspect half-divine. 
With thee, and Joy, and Beauty, warm. 

Thro' life, unclouded shine* 



ODE TO A ITAITHLESS TRIBND. 15S 

So shall Se spirit framed to bless. 

Enlighten and delight. 
Thro' many a year of happiness. 

Diffuse its genial light. 



ODE 

TO A FAITHLESS FRIEND. 

When day with all her train hath fled. 
Say, canst thou seek thy downy bed. 
And calmly there repose thy head, 
While thou4|pmemberest me? 

And canst thou at the morning hour. 
In dewy wood, or rosy bower. 
With transport feel bright nature's power« 
While thourememberest me? 

e 2 



154 OBB TO A FAITHLESS TRIENB. 

At eve, when social crowds are nigh. 
Say can thy conscious heart beat hig^ 
▲t fond affection's gazing eye. 
While thou rememberest me? 

Ah! sure a poison must distil 
From every sweei emotion's thrill. 
And self-reproach thy bi-east must fill. 
While thou rememberest me? 
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SONNET 

ON JANE. 

O TURN my soul ! east thy world-wearied eye 

On the ''soft green'* of one still gracious hearti 

There gaze with love, with confidence, with joy, 

And consolation let the view impart. 

Tho' some have failed thee; some have made thee slar t. 

To see what erst appeared of deathless dye. 

All dark and changing; thou may'st not depart 

From gazing here, but with full rapture's sigh: 

For here all verdant, lovely, pure, and bright. 

Each grace and virtue grows in native soil* 

While Thought and Piety together toil,' 

To shield their Eden from terrestrial blight: 

Be these its guardians still, and thou roa/st smile, 

Bnjoy its endless spring and cloudless light! 

V 
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LINES 

ON BEING OFFERED A ROSE O* AMOUR. 

O NOT the Rose d' Amour to me! 

Too many thorns that Rose surround: 
Those thorns will pierce, those thorns will wound. 

How sweet soe'cr the flower may be! 

Yet give it back — ^for dear it is ^ 

To every heart beloved of mine; 
They joy to steal its blushing kiss. 

To drink its nectar'd breath divine. 

Then let me place it in my breast. 
And muse, as my full heart o'erflows. 

On many a feeling sad and blest. 
Which memory couples with the Rose. 



r 
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MONODY 

^ ON THE DEATH OF CAPT. H. P. 

INSCRIBED TO L. J. £Sq« 

' I CALL not Venus, with such pallid flowers 
I As erst she scattei^d o'er Adonis' g^ve; 
I call not Phoebus with those tears he shed 
O'er Hyacinthus dead, 
. Weeping the youth he kill'd, but could not save: 
Ah no! J ask no heathen god to rave; 
I need no eyes to weep, but those that knew 
The brave and generous whom these lines lament; 
For they have seen and lov'd him, and can well 
Bear heavy witness to this sorrow due. • 
Alas young Horace from our sight is rent! 
He, who was blest by nature with a spell 
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To charm with converse sweet, the passing hoont 
Even he, for whom I ring this tuneful kneU. 

If there be any eye that did not know 

The form of Horace, and with cold n^lect 

Weeps not his heavy loss. 

Which doth not bend 

O'er the chill stone that doth his corse protect. 

Ah! let it hither look, and I will soon 

Teach that dull eye with pitying grief to flow: 

It shall bedew, with me, the recent moss 

I 

Which wraps a mantle round hia marble urn. 
For be was gathered m his beauty's spring. 
By cruel Death, who biddeth all things end{ 
E'en while in lovely pride he grew, and cast 
Sweet-smelling odours round. 

And flourished fair. 

Waving his blossoms on young Zephyr's wing. 

The spoiler came^ and on the cold dank ground. 
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With one wide blast 

Scattered his leaves, and left a desert there. 

Yet Hoihace! tho' thy earthly part be flown, 
, Thy spiritual may, with joy most holy, 

Mark how we love and how lament thee here; 

For thou hast left behind thee on the earth, 

A laurell'd trophy of thy martial deeds; 
I And all thy young companions, to thy worth 
. Bear tribute strong, 

A ceaseless tribute in the falling tear. 

For thee I hear the gallant Henry sigh. 

He whose least si|ph is sad as other's groan; 

For thee, the softer Francis mourns alone. 

And o'er thy early bier, 

Seen dim by weeping eye. 

Bends in a trance of tender melancholy. 

And he, who knew thee best, loved thee most deax^ 

O'er thy insensate pall 

Still gives his grief in heavy floods to fall. 
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160 THE shepherd's caxeitdab. 

Yes, chiefly he, amid the mourning throngs 
Demands the tribute of this dirge-like song; 
O! long shall he, clad in true Friendship's weeds. 
Weep with a widow'd heart that thou art gone! 



THE SHEPHERD'S CALENDAR 

When primrose tufts and dafTodilsy 
Smell sweetly from the breezy hills; 
When nighting^es do softly sing, 
O then we learn the time is spring! 

When trees are leafy, roses blown; 
When fragrant hay is gaily mown; 
When cuckoos shout, and wild-bees hum, 
Tis then we know thattummet's come! 
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THE SHEFHEB^'S CALENDAR. l6l 

When golden graic is gathered all; 
When mellowed pears and apples fall; 
When hooting owls at night we hear. 
Joyous we say, the autumn's near! 

When trees are bare, and streams are stSl; 
When cheerful fires the chimnies fill; 
When redbreasts join our social meal. 
Ah then! cold winter's breath we feel! 
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SONNET. 

TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

lir HILB fresh and green the trees around me swaj^ 
And cheeriiil Zephyr pipes their ghides among; 
While the bright moon, like bashiul bride of day* 
With silver feet waUcs the clear heavens along; 

nightingale! thy melancholy song 

1 hear and wonder why so sad a lay 
Still waits not on the passing year's decay. 
When scatter'd leaves the lonely valleys throng. 
Why, gentle bird! in April's spangled woods. 
And May's sweet bowers, thus bi*eathe thy tuneful sigfai 
When beds of faded boughs, and wither'd buds, 
'Mid sorrowing autumn's scenes, congenial rise? 
She o'er thy soft lament would weep in floods. 
While spring insulting seems to mock pale sorrow Vi 
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REMEMBBAXCB 

OF A LITTLE FAVOURITE, 

A.H! sweetest child! tho' ne'er again 
I may to this sad bosom press thee, 

Yet still thro' years of anxious pain^ 
My heart shall love, my lips shall bless thet. 

Still, still with tears of fond regret. 

Shall thought in waking dreams recal thee;. 

And oft by mmy fears beset. 

Muse o'er the ills that may befal thee. 

For never can I cease to dwell 

On all thy looks and acts endearing; 

Thy prattling tongue, remembered well; 
Thy gaze, while song or story hearing. 



164 RSMEMBRAirCE 07 A VATOITRITE. 

Those speaking eyes, that kindled oft 
With more than childish sense or feeling^ 

Those pretty arms caressmg soft; 
That kiss to dry my tears when stealif^. 

That mimic air of martial rage. 

While sword or g^n thy hand was grasping 
That studious look o'er letter'd page; 

Tliat smile, while watchful Pero clasping. 

That fairy grace, with which thy feet 
Danced artless, every eye delighting^ 

While pleasure genuine and sweet. 
Shone from thy features, love-exciting. 

Those budding charms of mind and heart) 
That wond'rous taste, that temper even; 

All, all thou wast, nay, all thou art. 
An angel turnng earth to heaven. 



XIKE8 TO THERESE. 165 

These from my heart no time can take. 
Nor changing scenes make me forget thee; 

I loved thee for thy own sweet sake. 
And lor thine own sake shall r^^t thee. 



LINES TO THERESE. 

iT HILE others sing thy figure's charms. 
Thy graceful neck, thy polished arms. 
Thy shining tresses, brilliant eyes, 
.Rich in expression's witcheries, 
I, read thy mind and tender heart. 
Whose movements scorn the veil of art; 
I gaze enraptured on thy soul. 

And wond'ring at the perfect wholes 
P 3 
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166 'IiINES TO THEBESE. 

Despairing cast my lyre away. 
And check the va^n presomptudVis lay. 
O my Therese! tho* art may trace 
The features of thy charming face. 
And Genius catch thy look inspired, 
By all acknowledged, all admired. 
Yet all! in after-times, what spell 
Shall of thy varied talents tell? 
What portrait can the future find, 
To fix and eternize thy mind? 
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SONNET. 

TO THE^^LAUREL. 

I 

GtreEN" canopy of Gods! beneath whose shade. 

In bright Elysian plains, unwearied rove 

The awful spirits of the mighty dead! 

Thou lofty tree, whose boughs all nations love! 

I ask thee not, presumptuous, o*er my head 

To bid thy brow-anointing branches move: / 

O be thy umbrage round by brother spread. 

And I the fullest joy on earth shall prove. 

If Fame, that eagle cradled in thy boughs. 

Soar but to Jore with his world«honor'd name, 

All views ambitious for myself shall close, 

Seeking with downward eye an humbler aim: 

And from thy sacred bower no leaf I'll tear, 

WhU^ the vale^lUy's wreathi unboastful, binds my hair« 
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SONNET. 

ON HEARING VILLAGE BELLS. 

jL B mournful bells! ah! never on mine ear 

Falleth your mellow sweetness, but mine eyes 
Still fill with recollection's bitter tear. 
For scenes whose memory every fall supplies! 
Such was yournig^htly peal, when thro' the skies 
(My childhood's hallo w'd idol!) Cynthia clear. 
Slow and sublimely moved; ah, I did prize 
Her beams, and loved thy tender roxmds to hear! 
For little thought I, while each infant cheek 
Ghtier'd the tears of doubtful pleasure thro% 
How much of real sorrow soon should speak 
Pangs to my heart; how I should list to you, 
Drooping and sad, musing those happy times, 
'^cn reckless then of care, I hearken'd to your chimes! 
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A COMMENTARY. 

" Sorrow endmeth for a night, bat joy oometh in the taiattUDg,^ 

JL £S! in the morning of the Just, 

When springing &om her cell of dust, 

The soul shakes off this mortal clay. 

And soars to Heaven's eternal day!-— 

But hear, in this sad world, all joy 

Is a brief meteor bom to die; 

A moment's light, an instant's bliss; 

Meeting's first glance, or Welcome's kissf 

A phantom in mad Fancy's train; 

A hope to lull some cureless pain; 

A distant prdspect still in view; 

(Where all things seem, but none are true.) 

Youth's self-crciited, wild belief. 

Unreal, transient, false as brief; 



170 A COMMEVTART. 

Manhood's vain search; and Age's scorn; 
For Truth of pale Experience bom. 
Too late with glance divinely bright. 
Puts every magic shape to flight, 
And where gay Fancy's palace stood. 
Shews the bare waste, or tangled wood. 
The yawning gulph, and stormy flood.-— 
Let me then dare with steadfast eye 
To read man's wondrous destiny; 
And with courageous spirit look 
On all that's in that fearful book; 

Assured, that when the hand of Age 
Shall turn the last momentous page. 
And Death the tedious volume close. 
He, from whose love e'en suffering flowi. 
Will with almighty power unrol 
On man's astonished, ravished soul^ 
The record of celestial joy. 
The roll of Immortality! 



^f^ 
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LAMENT OF A RETURNED EXILE. 

O WOODS of green Erin! sweet, sweet was the breeze 
That rustled long since, thro' your wide-spreading trees! 
And sweet was the flow of your waters to hear. 
And precious my cabin, the home of my dear! 

For then, thro' your g^ves, by your waters I walked. 
And with Norah of love and of happiness talked; 
While calm as the moonlight that shew'd her mild cliarms. 
Our child sofUy sleeping, lay hushed in her arms: 

But now, that I visit thee, Erin! again, 
Tho' years have passed o'er, they've passed o'er me in vain? 
Thy woods, and thy lakes, and thy mountains, no more 
Can awake such fond thrills as they kindled before: 



172 SOITNET. — ANIGHT. 

Still green are thy mountains, still green are thy groytM^ 
Still tranquil the water my sad spirit loves; 
But dark is my home, and wild, wild its trees wave^ 
For my wife and my infant are dust in the grave. 



SONNET. 

MGHT. 

Now gleam the clouded host of stars! and now 
The vestal Dian with her lamp of light 

Half-veikSd in mists, above the mountain's brbw 
Glides thro' the shadowy sky, and gilds the night: 

Here, while the desert *noor, the water still-. 
In deepest gloom are stretched^ and dim and far. 



SONNE r. NIGHT. 1 73 

The hamlet rests in sleep, what fancies fill 
This lonely heart, and holier musingfs mar! 

For haply now, amid yon specious scene. 
Death's noiseless scythe some blooming youth destroys; 

Or Sorrow o'er wan embers weeps past joys; 
Or houseless Hungper raves with anguish keen; 

Or Murder o'er some corpse, with bloody hands, 

Heark'ning the last dread cry, tremendous stands! 



Q 
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LINES 

SEirr WITH A FAlfCIFUX BROOCH. 

« 

Start not, my besUoved friend! tho' I 
Send you a Heart and Butterfly! — 
Think not, such Brooch is meant to be 
An emblem of Inconstancy. 
The heart, of Love's own blushing hue. 
Paints my affection, warm and true; 
The glittering insect's azure dress. 
Denotes my changeless steadfastness; 
Then both conjoined, they form a whole. 

Which id — ^the giver's heart and soul. 

f 
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SONG. 

IMITATED YBOM THE GERMAN. 

fr HEN the dark grave this corse is hiding 
From ^eerful da/s life-kindling light, 

My mournful shade thro' silence gliding. 
Will seek thee in the dead of night. 

And with a sighing voice impart 

m 

The secrets of this burthen'd heart. 

Think not, my Ghost with wild accusing. 
Will come to torture, or reprove; 

O no!— a brief resentment losing. 
That shade will murmur only love; 

And with its airy voice impart 

The secrets of my burthen'd heart. 



176 SONG. 

Then, all the doubtful past, revealing'. 
My love, my wrongs, my slander'd truth, 

(No earthly shame that spirit feeling, — 
Shame, the strong bond of blushing youth!) 

My earth-freed soul will read in thine^ 

If once it loved, or cheated mine* 



SONG. 



' jTiS blithe to lead the sprightly dance. 
Where lights, and gems, and beauties glance; 
Where all is bright, and all is gay, ^ 

And wit disports, and minstrels play! 

^ % 
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*Tis sweet thro' leafy woods to rove 
In summer night, with friend we love, 
And as We view the stanv^ sky. 
Discourse on imoikortality! 



But blither is the heart's warm beat. 
Than all its joy 'mid twinkling feet. 
When prostrate lies a ruthless foe. 

And self-withheld^we stay the blow! 

/ 

And sweeter is the tear that's shed 
In pardon o'er the offender's head. 
Than balmy walk in summer night. 
With converse by the soft moonlight 



1 
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A COMPLAINT. 

"In the summer of youth, while beloved and while loving'. 

The heart finds in life, an Elysium of charms, 
'Tis sad to behold the fair pageant removing. 
Or lose the bright object that courted our arms! 

*<If parents severe, to the fond bosom-fedingf 
With frowns and denial, still adverse remain; 

Or Death from our iprasp the loved treasure be stealing*, 
O hard is the trial ! and bitter the pain! 

<nret there, even there, gentle Hope in soft measure 
May whisper some comfort, and shine on our tears. 

May point to the future, or speak of past pleasure. 
And promise the vision of long-vanished years: 
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•If severed by kindred, those kindred relenting^ 
May yield to the passion which time shall have tried; 

If parte4 by fortune, kind fortune conbenting. 
May give to our prayers, what she once had denied: 

*<And ah! if we weep over her we hold dearest. 
Laid low in the May-day of beauty and love. 

One grief-soothing thought at that moment is nearest, 
I'hat soon we shall meet her in regions above; 



; ^nrhat rising from dust, still our spirits retaining 
^ Each spotless aifoction that warmed them in life. 
Shall find in that world where afiection is reigning. 
The soul its vowed partner, the husband his wife: 

i 

'<But O! what a midnight of deep desolation 

Still dwells in the breast slighted passion devours! 
Nor Fancy, nor Hope, with their magic creation. 

May gild for a moment the gloom of its hours! 



ISO A COMPLAINT. 

'Then the world seems a dungeon all lonely and drearyj 
Tho' peopled for others; (to them» gay and bright,) 

The heart that is slighted, its pageantries weaiy. 
And all its rare prospects are covered with night. 



'*What boots it, if Fortune her treasure bestowuij^. 
Or Honor, or Fame, with their sunshine adorn; 

Alas! their vain glare. Love's sad solitude showing. 
But quickens the sense to its station forlorn! 

"Not even the grave may sweet comfort awaken^ 
Or promise that blessing which fled us below; 

In heaven as on earth, by the dear-one forsaken. 
The same cruel fate must our tenderness know. — 

<'But why these complainings?—- My country, I leave thee 
To lose my sad self on a far distant ground! 

O kindred! O home! of no joy I bereave ye. 
For the gloom of my soul casts its shadow around! 



A COMFLA.INT. 181 

**And thout dearest! best! while my poor heart lies 
bleedin^^y 

It blames not the hand which inflicted the blow& 
With ncArrong I reproach thee, no cruel proceeding, 

No ssiile hope^leceiving, to heighten the woe; 

**AlftB! to itself* this weak heart owes its ruin; 

I loved thee unfavored, in silence and sighs. 
Shall I dare then to say thou hast wrought my undoing. 

Or claim thy free love as my right, and my pri^e? 

**Ah no! be thou blameless; and all my accusing 
Be turned on that fate which no mortal may move; 

That &te which betrayed me to g^e^ by refusing 
The charm that had won thee, and wak'd thee to love: 

^'Farewel then, thou dear one! and never, O never. 
May pangs such as mine, near thy sweet bosom come! 

Kay the choicest of blessings attend thee for ever. 
While 1 wander far from thee, or rest in the tomb!** 
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Thus spoke a tad lover, as wild and despairing 
He fixed a long look on the mountains remote^ 

Where dwelt his soul's idol, unconscious, uncaring. 
His sorrows unpitied, his being forgot; v 

Thus spoke the sad lover, while fi«sh winds were speeding 
The vessel that bore him o'er ocean afar; 

Look, Exile! thy last, for the shores are receding. 

They &de from thy vision! they melt into air! 



185 



^ ODE. 

TO THE MEMORY OF A FRIEND. 

While fond affection still can weep, 

WhUe sad remembrance yet can koep 

An image in the soul, 
So long, dear friend! my streaming tears 

Shall mourn the few, the valued years. 
That fill thy life's short scrolL— 

O Edward! by those hours so gay. 
By many an eve, and many a day. 

Still passed with thee in mirth; 
By all those walks we often chose 
Beneath the trees, at day's soft close. 

When summer robed the earth! 



184 OBE. 

By all those rarious acts so kind. 
That live still present to my mind, 

And rouse the pensive thought; 
By many a laugh in happier hours, ^ 

By many a wreath of fav'rite flowers. 

To me still duly brought! 

I vow to prize thee still, tho' now 
Beneath the cold and cheerless snow. 

Thy lifeless form is laudj 
I vow to think on thee, whene'er 
In well-known scenes, hew friends appear. 

Scenes where with thee Pve stray*d! 

O much-esteem'd! these sadden'd eyes 
Shall view where yonder lymes arise, 

"With renovated grief; 
For there with thee, with spirits light, 
I've marked the moon in summer night. 

Silver the sighing leaf. 



Oll£, 185 

Still as I rove, snd joyous talk 
With some dear partner of my walky 

Who knew and loved thee well, 
ThI scene, the friend, shall each recal 
Those late-lost days> and tears shall fall 

To break gay Pleasure's spell. 

For O! wktle friendships wattD, sincere. 
And manners gaily sweet, are dear, 

Th&t speak the social breast; 
While Youth and Mirth may claim a sigh. 
And artless, pure Plulanthropyi 

Is loved, adored, andblestf 

So long with keen regret my heart 

Shall mourn thy fate, and weep the dart , 

Thkt struck thee to the earth; 
So long, across my mind shall come 
Full oft, the memory of thy doom. 

The memoiy of thy worth! 
R 
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SONNET. 

WRITTEN ON THE SEA-SHORE. 

« 

WlIEN hurrying by, the Genius of the blast 
Snatcheth the wood-tops in his giant han^* 
Then rushing o*er the low and shadowy sand^ 

Sweeps with his whirring wing, the ocean's wastes * 
O then, what gloomy lil3niry to stand 

Watching the with'ring stars! te see them fling 

Their dark red fire tlire^ black'ning clouds, which bring 
Horror and tempest to the sleeping land! 

What luxury to watch the dim-seen waves. 
And hear their flashing billows lash the shore; 

Thinking how many find in them their graves. 
Who dream "of war and sorrow now no more;" 
How many there, find toil and torture o'er, 
10 groaned on earth, some fellow-mortal's slaves! 
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THE HUSBAND TO HIS WIFE. 



X HR circling years bring round again, 
Life of my life! our wedding day. 

While memory leads a misty train 

Of fears and pains, long passed away; 

With eyes which fond reflections fill. 
Those half*forgotten pains I see. 

And almost wish I felt them still. 
Since it was sweet to weep for thee; 

• 
But if, (O strange, capricious heart!) 

If to recal the past once more, 
'Twere doomed that we again must part, 

Pd spurn the boon I now implore: 
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For tho' lifers bloomy* Tividhoun 
Be fading fiuit, tho^ sudden joys 

Mb longer thro' despondent showert^ 
Tumultuous fire my ardent eyes; 

Tho' I no longer see from far 
Thy figfure, lighter than the ai^ 

Bounding beneath the morning star. 
To meet me on the mountun theras 

Tet do I find a softer grace 
The seat of that gay charm assume 

And milder, tenderer tints displace 
The riohness of thy summer bloom. 

Then, oft thy conscious beauty shot 
Triumphant shafts to quell the free; 

Now, those dear eyes have quite fi>rgol 
To shine for any one but raci 
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And tho* they now no lightnings dart. 

Yet evepy beam is full of love; 
And love is beauty's deathless part. 

Its source, its soul, in realms above. — 

I kno^ that all thy wishes, thoughts. 
Affections, hopes, are each mine own; 

Devoted even to my faults. 
And prizing life for me alone. 

Then wherefore should I e*er regret 

Those times when thou wast cold to thisP 
When as we parted, or we met, 

' I trembling snatched th' unwilling kiss? 

Ah now, within my faithful arms 

I press thee with a fonder thrill; 
I see thy soul in fuller charms. 

And think thy face unrivallied still t 

R2 
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LINES 

TO THE MEMORY OF SIR JOHN MOORE. 

Rest, honored dust! rise, gftllant soul! 

Tho' Time's still-deepening sea may roll. 
And sweep with rushing flood away 
The boasted pageants of a day; 
Thy lofty fame shall proudly keep 
Its laurelled summit o'er the deep. 
Base Part3r's fiercest storm defy. 
And lose its bright head in the sky! 



191 



THE TORCHES. 

r 
AN ALLE(30RY. 

DiiEP in the bosom of a wood. 
Where turtles found a leafy home. 

In safe, romantic solitude. 
Rose A fair temple's spotless dome: 

There, by the chaste moon's trembling light, 
A Vestal came^ her vows to breathe. 

And bless the God, whose statue bright. 
Majestic stood that dome beneath. 

Matchless the work!— the marble wore 
Some mighty maker's stamp divine; 

'Twas fabled that Prometheus bore 
This treasure, from Olympus' shrine; 
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Twas fabled, that each god had given 
His heightening 'touch, with beauty fraught. 

Breathed o'er the brow the glow of Heaven, 
And stamped it with celestial thought.— 

That beauteous work ^as now on earth. 
And worshipped by one constant maid; 

For none she deemed, of m<)rtal birth 
Ck>uldthus be sculptured, thus pourtray'd: 

But who the God?— or Mind? or Love? 

Or Goodness? Beauty? Truth? or Grace? 
Or boundless Power? (eternal Jove) 

Tet beamed not all, from that bright face? — 

Those faultless limbs, that aspect sweet, 
(Wliere every beauty seemed to live 

The type of virtues more complete) 
Might well some godlike title give. 
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Perfection be its name!— 'tis done! 

The Vestal* Friendship* worships here* 
Xieams every &ther shrine to shun. 

And feek no other worship dear. 

« 

l¥hile all around, her myrtle^ flowers. 
Their changeless inoenae upward send. 

And moonshine o'er her cedar bowers. 
Bids gentle peace, and light descend; 

The tender votary stands to tracer 

And print Perfection on her mind. 
Eager to copy eyeiy grac^ 

And leave earth's duller moulds behind.—- 

Ai One dreary night, when all was dark, 

Kor moon, nor stars from Heaven could kdk, 
Kor glow-worm lend a transient spark. 
Her guiding torch the Vestal took; 
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The winds were high, the air was cold. 
It called the fresh blood to her cheek. 

Scarce could her hand the flambeau hold* 
Or shield it from the tempest bkak; 

Toung Lore, that in a rose-bush lay. 

Beheld her as she glided by; 
He followed frust her hurried way. 

He mark'd her path with anxious eye.— 

Breathless with eagerness and haste, 
The Yirg^ reached the statue's feet; 

Her trembling arms those feet embraced. 
Her breast against the altar beat: 

Fatigued, o'erjoyed, her eyelids closed. 
Each sense half-lost, observed no more; 

Her cheek was on the base reposed. 
And the sunk torch strange dimness wore. 
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But Ic^k! what instant brightness flames 
From that pale torch? the sudden glaie 

Awakes the njrmph; she starts, exclaims— 
*H>, even more than heavenly fair!"— 

Snatched from theg^und, and blazing high. 

The lifted light distinctly shows 
Each nicer charm, each softer dye. 

Which thro' the breathing marble glows. — 

Fatal the light! Love's cunning hand 
Hath changed the torch, and fixed her doom: 

Ah, wretched maid! his lurid brand 
Will light, and lead thee to the tomb! 

Too fond. Perfection's finest line 

To view entire, she bends to g^ze; 
The torch-rays thro* her garments shine. 

They glow, they sparkle, catch, and blaze! — 



196 THE TOROHBS. 

The temple with her ^hri^s is torn. 
Destruction folds her round in fires; 

On phoenix' Wing gay Love is bome» 
While Friendship in the blaze ei^ires. 



THK KND. 



^ 



1 



